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FOREWORD 


"Life's like one o' these here xvhaisisnamcs—you 
knino luhai } menu, School-ieachet (if I had ii'eut in 
Jot Sihool-ieachin' instead o' farmin’. I'd know too). 
The more you oivtt, the mote trouble you have keeping 
track, of it.^ (let a good job, an’ staywnth it — an' don’t 
let on you can milk. If you do. the people you’re 
hired with will make you help milk the emus in the 
evening, after yout day’s work is supposed to be did. 
They’re all alike: they’ll all do it. 'This is a rough ol’ 
world wc'te in. 'with a blamed agg’a'catin' outfit o’ 
people in it. ]J Td ’a’ killed all the skunks an’ scamps 
I’l’C felt like killin’. I’d have a pile o’ corpses arount 
me twenty foot high by nmv. Hut I’ve held in an’ 
took it easy; an’ I’m healthy an’ happy, 'with a fine 
ol' appetite an’ no 'worries. If a jnun’s got anything 
ag'in’ me, I find out 'what it is. If he’s a-scared o’ 
me, I shove my fist tinder his nose an’ shut him up. 
[f I’m a-scaicd o’ him, I ast him to ha'ec a drink. 
I'm fifty-six ycais old, an’ I 'was nreer late foi dinner 
in my life .’’— Meditatioxs of Henry Aurelius 
Nicol. 
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ON THK ROAD 

TSLAY! ISLAY-' There was a raw. red, rebcL 
* lioijs sii,e:t;esliveaess aboul even tlu- name. Emie 
Bedford fell jilad he was within an inch and a hrdf 
of the heroie six feet. He tltanked tlie ten years at 
the pitchfork and ]dnw tint liad ])re}-iared him 
physietilly, as i\‘st:ilozzi rt til. had technically, for 
pedaitORX'. Even the jaunty iron IxMt of the rail- 
joints licncalh the ]i.assenyer-car could not lilt him 
into a care-free attiittde toward a first school with 
a name like that, and a rejnittition such as the laconic 
letter in his laj) ^ave it. 

The jirairie that fled by his window like a broad, 
preen, wind-rullk'd river-face glifiitig jiast a pier w,as 
very winning; but. in s])itt! of his natural loaning 
aw.ay from fist and toward fancy, l'..mie turned from 
grass and grove and sun. lie batted an eyelid 
challcngingly, siiat lightly in his jialm, and picked 
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up again from the vacant red-jiliish '-cat, where liis 
feet rested, the letter of Mr. Kemaglian, secnaan,'- 
ircasurcr of Islay School District Nfo (‘3.4. 

“They need trijnming, not now and tlicn nor yet 
quite often, but all the time,” Mr. Kemaghan b>vi- 
dently a psychologist of the good ol.l coqiorcal 
school) aih-ised. ‘‘Now the last fellow we got he was 
a smart lad like, but his idea of sthorjl leneliing was 
to s]jark his big gal scholars. You couldn't blame 
the boy, bait what we j)ai<l him for was c'hieatmg 
We could have got a man for nothi'tg to court the 
girls. Your wages will be forty-tive d<.>llars a 
month.” 

Ernie looked from the letter to the round, healthy 
wrists that filled hi.s shirt-c.ulTs. lie held u]) a fist 
and flexed it; threw back the big shoulders th.at 
strained his first tailor-built coat; blew ,a dangling 
hair briskly out of his eye. d'hen, scjuared on the 
cushion, with tlie seat-back before him as a sc.reen 
and his faculty of fancy as a cinemaiogratih, he en¬ 
tertained himself in a gdnt way wiih the iirojt'ction 
of moving ])ictures of tlie mind. Each re])resented 
some stage of the course of di-^eipline in Islay. 

Not because he had seen anything e.Sjiecially at¬ 
tractive in ]iedago,g\' as a career, h>ut merely because 
he had stayed at .school to keep in touch with those 
makers of books toward whom he had been drawn 
through exercises in coinjirisition and English, Eniie 
had found himself, after failing in algebra twice, at 
length in possession of a teacher's certificate some 
eleven inches wide. In ])oint of jierm.anent v.alite, it 
seemed hardly worth the brain-sweat it had cost; 
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for after ilirce year.-^ if would l>c j^ood for nothing 
fxoeiii in hd]) light the kitchen fire. But in size 
and lettering it was an inipo.sing document, which 
Samuel Bedford, a .sandy, coercive man who saw 
no u.sc in givittg free hoard any kmger to a son who 
took not the slightest interest in a.gricullure, thought 
might as well he used as not. 1'hat was how Itmie, 
atler a sis-months' course in the training-.schoul, 
etinie to he <'.n the way to Js]ay. 

Tile e([u;i,hle May day and the alntosl empty pas- 
.senger-car were conducive to though,t without intcr- 
nqiiion; an<l .several stations had liecn jtassedunre- 
gfirded when lirnie heetune aware that the cnndttclor 
h.-id stojiped ojipo.site him and was gazing wdth more 
titan ordinarn- interest at the check in his hat-hand. 

“Wliy i.s it,” he cooed, in tranquil interrogation, 
as Ernie looked up, "that you are with us still, 
young fellow?'’ 

‘‘Me? Oh, ] get off at OakbumI” Emie’s reply 
was ahsent and petisive. 

‘‘Well.” rejoined the cottducior, taking ofi' his 
cap, ntbhing its metal emhellishniem to a transitory- 
brightness with his .sleeve, and reitlacing the article 
on his head, ‘‘n(,> one would ever guess you was bound 
for (,);tkhuni, to look at ycni now. 'j’hat was Oak- 
hunt station wc just juillcd out of.” 

Eniie Icajted it]t and grabbed his suit-ease. 

‘‘Oh, don't bother to get u]t,” said the conductor, 
placidly. ‘*\Ve won’t reacli Russell, the ne.\t station, 
for twenty minutes c'ct. I’ll, collect the fifty cents 
extra the next time I yuass tlirough tlie ear. Remind 
me of it, if I forget.” 

3 
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With this remark and a meciiiruivc clicking 
of his tickcl-]ninch, the s]7oakcr jiassed on In’s 
Avay dowi the aisle. As the s-vviiigiiig ilor.r at the 
end of the coach closed behind him, Itniie jmshed 
np the tight, smoky car window, thrust his head 
out, and looked back. t)akbuni’s red elevators 
were already a good half-mile away and receding 
rapidly. 

Perhaps it was the buckbnard, with its single oc¬ 
cupant, Jf'gging slowly towtird the village along the 
prairie trail, that here looped close to the railway- 
track, which suggested the .-(ction Ernie look then. 
After a Ite.silatiun of btirely a moniejil he jiickerl 
up his grip again, more softly and cautiously litis 
time, lie slip])ed rjuickly ;md quietly tilong the 
passageway between his few arid drowsing fellow- 
]tassengers. pushed out through the door of the 
coach, and descended the steits. 

“Hey, there!'' yelled the cr inductor, coming 
back through the. door of the next eat, Put the hail 
found Ernie in mid-air, whither he had launched him¬ 
self with a jump made in the direction the car was 
going. The exi'ress, tliough climbing n grade, was 
running at a good rate of stieed; and the teacher, 
after one instant of breathless soaring, felt the earth 
come up tmd detil him such a grassy bang as misted 
his vision for a second or two. Tliere seemed a good 
deal of vScotcli thistle where he had landed; but 
Emic had presence of mind to sit up blinking tmd 
wave his hand gaily- at the conductor, who leaned 
out and shock a farewell fist at him from between 
the coaches. Then he looked around for the buck- 




r)N' TIH-: ROAD 

It'Kird ho IkkI nuiiccd wlien ho ylun<-i,'(l out through 
till' oar wlmlnw. 

]l was there Ixa'cro him, iusl rounding the tr.ail 
loo]>, the ji'iny s!<not'd ii' a walk, and the driver, ;i 
girl, looking in hi.s direction with a good deal ol’ 
inten >st. 

“Hi. there!” hi' } "lied with hoyish Iim.siiucness. 
“Can yon give ns a lit: 

'Fhe little Indian my, tmswering with the alacrity 
of hi''; species ;i sueei-toned "Wltoal” dro]']X‘d his 
hea-l .'ind eninmoneed to nihhle td the roadside gr.ass. 
Mrnie, a Ititlt* red and ttnnhled. jogged across the 

”1 just forgot niy st.-i;Km.” he exjilained. a little 
sheepishly, in response to tlie girl’' v.ide-eyed look, 
'‘;ind 1 had to initip tor it or w.-dk all the may back 
from the next ]>l;iee np the line. Du you mind if 
I ride b.aek into (lakbtirn with yon”’ 

I'wn thing.s Mrnie \\;ts jirepared hm. Tn the first 
place, he knew that the innate hosjal.-iiily of eonntry 
jieople assured him ol his ’’lift ” vSeeondly, he al¬ 
most knew that he would, he admitted intri the rig 
witli an ;iwkw;ird. prim drawing asiilc of his con- 
tluclress, ;uid th:it soina'is.ation dairin.g the drive 
would be h'mited to reftlies in a formal jiany falsettit 
to whate\'er remtirks he ntight be inclined to make 
re. feelers toward soeiahiihty. 

f'hero harl I'cen a time when Irrnie, eounlry-born 
himself, had no awareness of country mannerisms. 
l!is six months in the city, however, had given him 
an opjiortnnity to contrast the conntry-.girl students 
at the training-school witli their .sisters of the avenue 
5 ' 
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nnd Iwulevard. ^'oun.c; 1-lciifnrd was in that injr- 
lilind a.uo of man wlicn sntaruioss nf dross can liido 
imverly f'f hxtks, and smartness I'f sjieci'h i an of 
fcoUuilly ci'mcoal iVminino poverty of ideas tsnmo 
men never jiass this a,ee!). Jle had returned into 
the country with all tiu- tlavor, as lie thouidn. pme 
out of his mind hir even tlie most apjiealmg rounih 
ness and rosiness houM-il in a home made dress. 

“You are fpiite welcome,'’ said thi‘ ;.;ir], rimjih’, 
as she turned the I'ony move tlie front wheel out 
ot the way of ilie iron sieje 1'he manner i^t sjieak- 
init nirally ly]iieal; hut there was somethiiii; 
in the tone that made lirnie. as he settled himself oii 
the r:un-i;rayed enshions and stuek Ins suit-ease 
hetwi’en his shins, glance outdf the corner of his 
e\'e at the .spt'.aktT. 

'I'herc was no flush of awkwardness on tlie face 
that was turned his way, with its hospitahle, mollier- 
ly, un.ahashed gray eyes. If either of the two felt 
awkward, it w.as hrnie. as lie met that look, with its 
ealm maturity of gentle ttppnnsal Mu the girl wtis 
not, mature in ye.ars. For all the serene and sweet 
malerntd tjualily of Ikt expression, the te.aeher sur- 
nrised s.a1ely tli.at no more th.'ui M'venieen twelve- 
months at most had gone to the shtijung of the eg.g- 
tip of chin, the eun-ing fresh red of the lijis, and the 
round, girlish nose with its jiin-points of freckles 
crossing the bridge. 

He continued to watch with eonsideraldy more 
interest than he w(.)u!d htive owned to if somebody 
had asked him his ojiinion of his companion, while 
a capable small hand c.ame up and shook the reins 
6 
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in brisk admonislnncnt over the Ijack of the pony, 
stnrlinit that anininl, after a monicnt.into an infinitely 
leisurely jojt-troL. 'I’here was such self-reliance, such 
o<.ld, rii)e initiative, in the ttiri’s attitude and move¬ 
ments, that lirnie jircsently found himself faced 
with the idea - -and oildly piqued by it, too, in spite 
of what he had thoujthl his settled aloofness toward 
eountiy itirls -that this naive and campelent little 
]-»reseiiee by his side nn'sht he no dauethter-at-home, 
but some younp: h<5mesteader's wife of j)erha])s a 
year, d'his notion was jiut aside, however, after a 
glance toward the still unbanded “ring finger," 

“Do you know a school called Islay around here?" 
he ttsked, boy-like, leaning his elbows on his knees 
and setting his hat to the back of his In-ad. 

“hslayr'” The girl looked around with her briglh 
heed. "Why, yes! 'I'hat’s our school!" 

“Is that .so?" said liirnie, widening his eyes and 
fi.'cling some odd s])rile within bc.gin to dance with 
moderate .gaiety. “Js that so, then? I’m going 
out to teach there.” 

“We-cll, now!” The interjection and its intona¬ 
tion were countrified beyond all mitigation; but that 
delicdously s])ontaneous, that home-like, that wel¬ 
coming smile. "Father's one of the trustees of Islay 
school.'' 

“Do you go to school, yourself?" Emic queried, 
finding him.self, as he waited for the answer, think¬ 
ing with a (.'crtain sym])athy of the fellow-teacher 
who had been dismissed for not being impersonal 
enough with his “big gal scholars.” 

“No." Something .sad and old appeared in the 
7 - 
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wnnn, i^ray ayi's, to hi' swpl aw;iy, huwcviT, almost 
instantly by an intn'pid ami j'ay little fhish of the 
lids. "1 am throtijili with seliool, I ),;tiess " 

ICrnie, even tlinni);!! the brisk Mbtii.sctiess of yotitli, 
saw that i his was a siibjeet not to be pursiied further, 
for .some reason, so he let it drop, 

"My name’s lk'dfor(l,”hesaid, presently, " Wli.'ii 
yours'" 

"I’m Cltira Morton," euTiie the i|uit'i answer, with 
the lipsopeninj; bud-like in th:it sweet stnileal which 
Rrnie, for the seeoiid or thiol time, felt u kind of 
fifillatioti ripple ovit .'ill his ner\‘es the zesihil 
nen’es of his keen youri).; manhood, mtitured i leatil> 
:ind hi.'i'ilthily in the bhte-and ^u’ceti siiiuttiers of tlw 
W’est 'I'he elTeel of the smile, in tael, was .so potent 
that it. hushed him, humbled him, iii.ade him draw 
aw.ay his eyes, 

(lirlish sevetif eett hits its pi(|uaiu e l he litilf fleshh 
pi(|uani'e of round curves, Sdft edi;in^.'s, apple bloom, 
but youn,sj;-woinanly 'SO'etUeeii has somethin,i; more 
It has power -power! 

lirnie, looking down at the tniil-rui, rittbonitu; 
away as it were from the slow 'pinniny s])ool of the 
whei-l, felt inetT.ably .vitisiied th.'it t!ie somnolent 
shayeina]>i)y between the bnekho.-ird shafts w.as 
travelin.y no bister ih.'in rdiont tltree itiiles an liotir 
i'lven t.lie questions hi* had intended to put abont 
Isl.'iy and its tnrhiulenl underyradnaies remained 
for the moment unasked. 

'I'he itroeze blew softly from the O](po'nte -ide of 
the road, so lltal he w;is in the lee'of his eompatiion 
and reecieed in liis nostrils, on that ‘.oft, liowint' 
S 
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it'dlian liilt', ilu- l)h'ii(l('(l iiCDma (tf yirllinod and of 
flowcrlaud; of liiy ('Nhnlaiino find ^;irl breath; of 
ram Ircf-hciii’d ros(!a and feininini' rltJihiiiK dried on 
some vviiiil-whipiic'd cIoilieK-litie of a eouniry wusli* 
day. 

My ('f)mm(tn t;oiiscnt, that rare kind of Hilciiec that 
is inoiv fniilful than speeeli rested ainl reij'ited be- 
tween (he iwo yotiii).; people, Mere pro.'iiiiiiiy, in its 
svonderl'ul, wonltesn, wireless way, leleKTapliCfl the 
messages, slmitliii;; !)ai'k tmd forth lielween ihem, 
by wliieli tlteir syinjnitliy and their intiniaey ^latw 
with the p.'issin^: of eacli iruiujiiihiraveled furlong 
itf till' prairie way, 

All loo .soon they re.aehed the* snniniii of the hill 
down wliieli the road led by eulverl and by ereek 
into l.faklnirn of Wheat-land, 
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JOHN- SrUOd!, TKU^TEK 

H e stood at ilic comer of liis ficl<l; above him 
tl)C May day, blue as a robin's at the end 
of tlie l)];ick fallow, bceining lo meet u. a sunny .a!]' 
of clouds. 

He wa.s a suiyicct of a iG[rcal <loniinion .and a lunlder 
of cities. 'S'cl was he not fctilured nor ihcweri in 
atiy way that g.'iv'’ any sense or sueyestii-n of '.\v 
knightly or the heroic. IVothing in inin Iv'-yoke ihe 
achiever 

A man, jilain. ,s,ane, common]i- set, sOjiiare. 
full-lleshed. eo.HNc-nr.i ,iri<-iie.l Imlloek -if a man 
aiiont toi 1 y-eigh.t, ui'li I’ln: na hioImik nn neuir.i! 
(linginess ol skin tin,at conics v.nl; middle age If the 
mustache lhai fknveil, cr ra'licr rolled, over hi'- lip 
;ind down to the coriaT, of his broad, I'ltini chin liad 
been shaved away, it wanild have shown a gre.at 
mouth with lijis of dull-red tissue, munching i.>hlog 
matieally. 

This man h,ad passed into the Age of the Ox, wdiieh, 
in the .Seven Ages of the F.amier, corresponds most 
nearly lo tliat of the judge witli the fair, round some¬ 
thing or other with good cajion lined. 




JOHN BEAMISH, SCH(X)L TRUSTEE 

Bt:t Julni lE-amish still hnd an image. Evciy 
man wlio is not dead <»r dntiug must bo able on 
(.iccasim tci shut his eyes and sec- a pictnrc of what 
he will be in some future, if nothing gangs agloy— 
a picture of what he has jdanned to be “if tdl goes 
right." Fifteen years ago John IBcamish’s image 
might have been something to write about. It w.as 
yet, indi-ed, an'd miglit even be ])UL into the poetry 
of his circle, tliue. •“I’lie dollar, the dollar, I toiler, 
I toiler.” 

d'hc man who is in love with farming never makes 
any money It is the man who hates it that suc¬ 
ceeds and becomes a city-buildi-r and an empire- 
liuililer. 'i'hat is not so with every calling, but it. is 
with fanning ; Vi.ni will find in the countn" old 
bachelors who tilt their whiskers ecstatically in the 
breeze, wink cnrch.aliy at the sun. and sing bcliind tlie 
j)low. But you will sec Ihct’’ are ])oor—poor as the 
mice who hunt for chec.se in a church. Poor and 
hap’py. 

'I'hcir stables' are roofed with straw. The ma¬ 
chinery they have paid two jiriecs for, or will have 
]iaid two ])rie(‘s for when some day (not yet, hut 
perha])S soon) tin- Last of the noti's is met, is blithely 
rotting and rusting in tltc ])rairie air which is so good 
for eonsum])! ives, but so had for binders. Thc-ir 
eattli' arc thin, and the mosrinitoes e.m without tliffi- 
euliy ehoiise any location on the old farm-horses, 
nose their way through tlic scraggy hair, and bite 
to the bone. 

But who cares? There is a smack to the linm 
that is eaten off the bottom of the plate (because the 
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othor sido has iiot hom 'A-ashcfh and i-annnl nuiv lie 
washed v,-hhcnit ihf aid <'f dynaniil*’'. d’h-an* is a 
relish tn the thai. ihe 'dd whin' hen laid in die 
pile of fivi-ralls under die lied. There is a son” in 
die niornine wind ihai is whiyjuue inosi nf die ivheai 
out of the ri])e heads that should iiave ln'en in the 
stook yesterday, luit vei-e left iiver till "I settled 
that damed ol’drit, who says ihistsn'i a {troyressiv.- 
government 

These Old King ('oles will live into tlieir nineties, 
carol in the fares of their eredilors, and he(|i!e:ith the 
mortgage, with ae<Tued iul>Tesl thereon, t,o whoever 
is yeanling for the saddle and die snanieddi of eight 
per cent. 

Perhaps, over the- nvid allownnee, there will ho a 
big. wliite. ilMiiuii home wuli showy piekets Out 
through the gate, tmd dowti between gretit stretehes 
of !'>eautifnl stub!i!e-],arid barred with ribbons of 
black, at eaeh of whuh is a hired num and ;i ])loiv, 
will come a cold-eyed man in an automobile. 

Tlie wind walks over the jjou'b to luin. and he 
scowls as he fv-es pT hai Keeovermg it, he glances 
at the clouds that are drawing their beautiful white 
wool inteniiitlentlv ovei the f.u'e of the sun PjUI it 
is not dieir v,ind-'-hapen l.ear.iy, the i vetdeni light 
that plays along tiiew si;\-< r margins, t!:e splendid 
floating ot o]<i .Sol among their surges, that draws his' 
glaiK'e 

He IS looking to see if they arc coming irp against 
the wind If they are it metins rain, and "all them 
men will be laid off, idle” (f , set briskly at grinding 
mower-knives in the granary or mending harness). 





JOHN REAMTSH, SCHOOL TRUSTEE 

Ht; readies his line fence, glides nut into the road 
nllowani'c, and. miming smoothly along the good 
gradi- tliat lie lias insured near his tiremises hy mak¬ 
ing a little nniniei]u'd eonier in statute Labor, he sees 
his lan<l, aeiv by acre, unroll itself for his ins]>eetion. 
Heyond, his eaille are jmstured, grazing on the old 
hills thus saveii from the jilow. But, as he looks 
alar and afar ;it the wheat-Fields billowing in won¬ 
drous analogy to a sea. at the whi])])ed yellow ereani 
I'f the oat-tields, at the green s]ian of the road 
allowanee v.-lieri' the gi-ass between fence and road 
is zigzagged and braided into shadow jjatumis by 
the merry wind, he is not njilifted by .any sense of 
the romance of eont .and kine. 

He is u])lifted by the thought of that crop ••on- 
verted into grain cheeks. He docs not follow; .a,gri- 

• •ultnre in the spirit that m.ade the share and the 
coulter, the hake and the beam, the ingdements with 
which the sjilendid yeomen of old engiires spent 
blithely the time between w.ar ami war. He ]ov<‘s 
this goose of .agn'eulture for the eggs it Lays. 

He will not know what to di.) with his money when 
he gets it. He wall be .as “elosi‘" (jierh.aps a little 
“closer"; with his Itank a(.-count at six tigures as 
he was when it lingen.-<I at three. He may haggle 
with a dealer for an automobile; but it will truly be 
bee.ause “everybody’s a-buyin’ 'em now.” He m.ay 
go into the city to attend the fair there, or some 
fratf.Tual convention: Init he will not stay at the 
hotc-ls he could well alTord. Ife will tease his healthy 

• ountry stuin.aeh with tin.' “euisine" of a dollar-a- 
day hotel. He will not go to the theaters. lie will 




THE ROAD THAT LED HOME 


gn for little, vhenp, sc'lf-conscioiis. imcomforlal-li' 
walks along the dusty streets; and. linally. will he 
glad to “get away home," not because he is tit ta» lied 
to the fann. hut heeaiwo he is too old and “set in 
his ways" to make ties elsoiihere and is eonu-red 
there. 

Ji.hn Beamish was in a fttir way to attain six 
figures; and the tln'night was in his mind now as 
he leanefl liis shirt-sh'eves on llie fence, moved tin' 
tobacco in his month, and ''pat in the grass, .-^i'. 
men wore nl work hrp 're him. 1 le had as'-nred him - 
self that tl’.ose si.x men wi-n- really and jealously a' 
work hv :i .'.ini]We system of espion.'ige I'.lnch < on 
sisted in taking a cliwdiammer in his hand and 
looking for kv)sc staples in the fences that ran 
tiround his fann. 

ilc had not yet bought an autnmoh.ile', “Next 
year, maybe." he said to him-elf, as he tipjied !hs 
hat with the hammer-liandle at a neighbor who 
p.assed at that moment in one of the things, sitting 
verx" straight and holding liis steering wheel very 
tightly, as though it '.'.•ere the ri'ins of ins “bruneo'' 
Ne.xt year, maybe. To make an investment of that 
kind was one of the things which grew liarder to 
do the longer on.i thought of it. It oughl to have 
been done with a run and a jumii. 

John Beamish gave a i ouple of absent and un¬ 
necessary t.ajis at the la't sttiyie next the gate, and 
an intent and necessary look at (im ],)over. wlio had 
sfient twenty’ defiant minutes lighiing his jiij'e, sit¬ 
ting the wliile un his plow handles at the end of a 
furrow’. 



JOHN BEAMISH, SCHOOL TRUSTEE 

“He's goni" in,quit mo,” said the faimier. as he 
bn:shod a lly from his car. ”] know the signs. 
d'hcTt ho'll trail off into Oakbuni and get jnckled. 
He’ll ,s]iC7id all liis money and bo back wantin’ his 
job again Saturday. Wliat's men like them made 
for, annieways?” 

He sli] the hammer int n hi.s ])oekei, head down. 
Everything g<-,f,s into a banner‘s hip jioekct. He 
must piek thme or four wire-nails of varying .‘-'ir.e.s 
■ Hit eif his t<'ib.aceo-plug each time he extracts it 
from this hold-all of a ]»jekut to cut himself a fresh 

chew. ’ ’ 

"Hey. Jim!" Jolm e.alled to the nonchalant plow¬ 
man, as he passed, ” come on up to th’ house when 
you fmi.sh this corner o’ land, an’ get your time.” 

Jim Dover answered by putting his felt hat well 
to the siflc of his head, tectcn’ng his shoulders a little, 
and starting his pdow down the furrow. 

The farmer went on up the road to the house. 
His solid body and .sturdy shouldei's moved evenly 
as his feet lifti'd and set in a sort of heavy trudging. 
John E.eamish was a picture of stolid prosperity. 

Hut something -]HThaps it was that jirini, some¬ 
what imcomfnrta])le. none the less self-.satisfied 
neighbor who had iu.st crowed a "good da}'” at him 
from liehind the windshield of the new automobile 
- had set him thinking, had planted a little seed of 
discontent. 

Always the way. that. One h.as his affairs in clock¬ 
work shajie; good men safely hired for the season, 
under contract, .at bad w.agcs; crop jnit in; strych¬ 
nine banquets spread for the gophers on all the 
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'I'HE ROAP THAT IJ-D HOMl- 

hiJly iTTis; .j (1<‘iiicstir fnr !i;-i 

khchcn. wi’h a r\i'<.'theari im nv>rc in "il 'IrM'P u !y 
near than s'trtlii'r’i Aiaaria. suirniiiT lalluw uai! 
under way. len aeres aiiaad uf any oilier farmer la 
t1ie settlenu'Ui. 'ine ba.- rvcryi tuny in nrder and 
np tu dale, i<' <lra■v^ a ieaatli <if reliei, and ba-. 

tlic inhalatK'H diily liaif fneiu'd wlini MJjneiliiTie, 
hajrpens tn oyen njj a new Httle avenue uf v.i.rr\ 

It t'annol be nieaTit '.fiat a man, even v.nh neai’er 
six li.i^nres in the liank. .shi'nlii lie able eeen fur ihe 
s]):ice nf ene jiipe to ^it dnwn witii hn- thumbs under 
Itis liraces and beam with abiolnte (oniiorf npun 
his properly and tlie world 

That antoinobiU- bad, made jolm iteaniish think 
he would hke to know of sou'.e way wherel'y he <'onld 
in a single year in< re.i''e Ins li.itik act onni by the 
s])aee of about four seasons’ profits, and liras attain 
in two iinnjjs the six figures beyond whieii he (as he 
wouhl have jntt ill ''ihmi.ght possihly lie might I'e 
alile to see his way elear, in sjiite <i’ hard times.” to 
negotiate fer some fashionable and inexj)ensivc form 
of horseless going. 



in 


HENRY Niroi,, nni.cisnpHER nr isi.ay 

H EXRY NICOI. drove carelessly alontj the trail 
on his way to Oaklninr 11 is commissions in 
t iakbuni were two--to yet a plowshare .shar^tonefi, 
and tr. liriny out the nev Islay school teacher, lie 
liked driving alony tlie trail, for u was an easy way 
of jnittiny in his day. 

Henry was now liftc', and was, as he had always 
I'cen, a hin-d man on alfarm lie iinjferred liaviny 
hfe a ]'lam to makiny it a hill. The world had lony 
ayo shown him wha* he was worth to it, in dollars 
per month, and if some one had asked Henry why 
he h.'id never tried to save irp and buy a fann of his 
own, he would have pointed out thtit it was better 
t'l do ;> day's work for .sure jiay than to work hard 
all sumiiK'r and have your ero]) “h.ailed out" or 
'■froze on von" at the end of the season. 

In ;i word, as those who ttilk ylibly about laddcr- 
l 0 ]i;; or the summit of I’arnassus would have ]nit it, 
Henry was fatally contented. 

n’ho day w;is warm, the biy team moved their feet 
alony drowsily in the dust; and 1 fenry, on tht' wayun- 
.seat, his ]jipe in the eonier of his mouth aivi his ieet 
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spread a])art on the l’orel)oard. dozed and nndi]ed 
until his he.'id found a reslinv;-p!aei' he* ween tlie two 
large and hairy hands that loosely held the ilrivnig 
reins. 

From a gate at the side e.f du: road a sijuare 
built, (piiet man. his feet jdanted limily and liis 
hands thrust into the ]ioekets of his oteralls, vvatehe<i 
the wagon as it came on. W'heiher it was that he 
stood so still or that h<‘ looked so steadily, there 
was something of morose dignity about tlie man 
something that made Henry .Vieol. after the first 
sleepy glance of recognition, stniighten in his seat 
and assume an attitude n-spi'ctful and propitiatory 
— the attitude of the man toward the m.aster 
“‘Day, Atiam." Henry, as he, ga\-e the free 
salute of the simuiniele'-s West, Mtuveved his respeei 
by intoning the greeting in a kind of .owiai falsetto 
“It's line hare-est weather, hev'’’ 

“Aye," said Adam Morton, .as he stood likt' a rock 
by the road.side, moving nothing imt hi.s evi's, 

“Wlioa, Mike! ’ As a roma-ssion to the dignity 
ot Pat, tin/'old s,,,rTe!, Henry ahv.ays spoke to the 
eolt when he issued din'i. tiuiis to lii.s team. '‘Whoa, 
Ikw!" 

I'he oM horse stopped stanlly; .Mike, the freshly 
broken, eame to an nivpatiem inah, thrusting at his 
bit with his tongue, moving his feet, and lashing his 
tail about. Henry teiok oj'f his h.ai, ,,irat<'hed the 
back of his liead, rejilaccd the hat, and looked at 
Adam. 

Did Harry Nicol," said the f.amicr, nodding his 
head a little in reflection; “old Harry Nicol!’’ He 



lUlKlW NICOL, PJIlLOSOrnER 

never linlted a man by his gate viihont an object; 
Imt his point vas a}>i)roached in a <h'suh()ry and 
tlahyint; way, and was never a]i]jarenl fruin liis first 
inlerji'etion. 

ilenr}- was used to Adam’s way, so lie merely re- 
s]ionded. yawniny a little neivously, “Thai's me, 
Adam -lli.at's me." 

“llarn-,” Adam came over to the side of the 
w.ipim. rested his anil on the lire of the wheel, and 
sinded -a (jueer. bleak smik' that m<m'Iy moved his 
nioiuli and was aeeoin^itinied Ijy ;i kind ol gleam in 
his eyes, “Jlanv. vhore is the new school-teacher 
to board'” 

“board'" repeatc'd Henry, in the involuntary 
shaqi tone of one in possession ol infonntition some 
one else wants, “boanl.' Why, he'll board at 
Keniaghan’s—T(.nn‘s. They've gut th' spare room 
ready," 

Adam drew his arm ftom th(' tire and tunied htilf 
away, “^'e’ve nut heard what like of a tellow he 
is, Henry'” 

Henry Nici'il rubbed liis hetul, looking thoughtful. 
“Well,” he s.'iid, jiresenth’, “I seen th letter he 
wrote 'I’om, askin’ for the joie d'h' handwritin’ 
looks kind o' young. Not but whtit it’s a hull lot 
better than uhat 1 could do. Adam.” 

A<lam Morton ]uu'scd his lijis ti little, jnished his 
liands into his pockets, tuul steiipcd tiway. “Good 
day, I larrc’.” he said, over his .shoulder, as he reached 
the gate. ] ic lifted a bar and passed through, taking 
Ills way, waist-deep in “.silverberry ” bushes, across 
the pasture where his cattle browsed. 
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'nir. RoAi) 'riiAT i.kd iiomk 

Ik'iiry Nii'ol rhirjR’il al I’ul, aiai Mikr. w)im, 

with a rnnihle of liig wIutIs, a clank "f hanu-x- 
and a chatter of hoofs, liroku into their swingin.', 
walk. 

'i'lic road down whicli the w.agon went Ii.ad the 
I'leasanl ;is])ect ;ind setnit of high siiiunie!'. 'The di^ 
lanee to town was ten miles ton leisurely miles, he 
1 lemw’oljoi'ed to the letter'roin’s t Mr. Kernaghan’:-' 
instructions not to drive the lag (cain Itard I'or 
the lirst three of these miles, the trail looncd to left 
or right in h'neelt'ss and gratlcless freedom, avoiding 
sloughs or gr<ives or slrelehes of alkali hy tin.' ea'V 
meiliod of going around them; Ir.u Henry was now- 
in the fourth mile, where the--ec'ti. ats were well tilU'd. 
and where fences of poles or Isirh-wire htid forced 
Iniffie to the. “King's highway.'' 

The cultivated lands . ame dose to llu' fenees. 
witliin 1-iare hinder-width of ihe wire, an-1 llenrv 
Nicol, with the sure and shrewd eye of -lie old farm 
hand, ap]iraised the dihgeitee oj- ihrif' of ea. h fanner 
hy the invariahlc inde:-; .if ero[) and feme, 

Where ihe land roller h.M been m.ed .-ind the har¬ 
rowing (lone thoroughly, llte riy-oniiig h.id been uni ■ 
fonn, atid there was ]»res('nte(l tow.trd the, roa-l ;i 
'•lean and beautiful pattem of drilled green lines 
running over the black fallow straight as the ruling 
on a book; the fence alongside being nsiuiUy trim 
and w(;ll kejyt, with taut wire and good cedar jn.isis. 

Bad fanning -w.as no less cqiparent; and there 
were not a lew strt‘t(.'hes where unsown strips showed 
that the seed-drill had been driven eareles.s!y awi-\', 
and whei-c sprouting weeds tokl uf ctirclc.ss luirrowing 





IIICNin' NICOL, PHILOSOPHER 

ami pliiwiiu; oi' ilii' variclj' known as "cnL and 
■ I'Vit” iinre a;^ain llic fcnri's wi'rc in ki';c]'iiny-- 
wires down, pusK looMpv sfi and lilli'd at rirkcly 
an.yh's or liruki'ii nfl short ; and the fa?'!n yaj'ds worn 
a litlor of 1oj;k, of niaohiiuTv slandiny out in tin.' 
weather, uf Larking mongrels and .sLraw-iu<,ifed 
granaries. 

Akuig the roa<l allowanee, Lefore one of llie most, 
rioveiuy of ihese latter fanns. a tall girl stood list' 
le'sly, her heel on :i slaek strand of Larh-wirc and 
•a Look under her arm; and Henry Xierd, even as he 
Lronghl InX lin.g'T gallantly to the brim (tf Ills h;it, 
soliioipii/ed in tm undertone; 

'■'Phat there Ida Hellume will he elojiin’ some 
d;iy, when some feller with the notion for it eumes 
along vShe's gettin’ a Lig girl now. Who will Mis’ 
Lethune get to milk them ten cows then, I woikUt, 
.'infl kee]) the'hens from settin' in the Lushes? C>1’ 
tleorge spends most of his time in Uakburn, hum- 
min' .around the f'ouimerei.al.” 

'Phe towers of Wheat-Itind arc the grain elevators. 
A hirmer. rising to the summit oi a ji.artieular hilL 
top, might at any time, in that <hstriel sweejj his 
glanei' .around the horizon and sec' several grtngis of 
lhe.se structures mtirking the jdaec' oi as many rail¬ 
road st.-itions or hamlc'ts. through which the steady 
and simple tranie of the country trickled, in little 
streams thtil converged ultimatel}’ into a tide (.>f 
track', roaring Ly many rtiiled w’ays into some smart 
and Lustling Western city. 

'Pherc were three elevators in Oakbuni; and now, 
Ly the length of their slim upthrusting over a dis- 



TIIK IU)AI) THAT I.KI) IIOMK 

InnI, hltic licfnnf tiim, IKiiry Xiiol knew dial 
he Iuk! rractii'il a |M;iiii, nearly iniihs'ay lieluceii Ike 
Ki'niiiKhiiii I'iinn ami ihu lusvji, ami live ur .six 
from Oaklairn. 

Iliiviii^; laki'ii a oareful look at tlm still, and csii 
mated that with jialieiniis iitama'ement tif the imee 
ofjiis team he would reai li home ion laie to lieli* 
milk the eowa, hut not so l.ale ;i,s lo make il loot. 
(tLlier lliaii atridenial, he slopped the teani to f.aeih 
tate what \v;is to llemy Xieol as important a daily 
timet ion as eatiiij,; Isieon and e}.;j;s the lilliny, of his 
pipe. 

lie slipped the reins hmween Itis knees ami 
elamped his le^'s Inpeiln'r to hold the straps lipjiilv, 
He wiped the tohaeeodust from the Mem of h’is 
pipe aKninst the leji; of IPs overalls, slipp.al the 
ntonsil helwt'en his teeth with a eomlortahle elk'k, 
and blew thrunj^h it stonnily while he etil tuhaeeo 
into his palm and roiln! it. 

"Them o.ais o' j.wk p.eamish’s," he said, as lie 
paeked the seasouefl ,,1,1 |„.wl, "is eeri.iinly ahe.ad o’ 
'I'um’s, Kemust base rolled’em The thins.;;, 

about fannin’ Jaek iiin'l on to i.s few and far he 
tweem.” 

He was opposite J,,im fteamishV. femv. and th.’ 
kirKC, red pm-anary (h.al rr.se ;,|,ove tlu' pr.plar-prr.v, 
_ "ihM.y, ll.nrry:” The rail eame fn,m tlie Kr.,v<s 
in Lite hiph tones of liherlv; and in .a moment. |im 
Hover emerge.I .at the p,.int where the hr.aneli ro.a.i 
ran the trees, .and raame .lown the riphldiand 
rut (he kept, to tluii. side, heeause he was used to 
following a plow) at a brisk trot. 


lIKNin' MC’OI,, I’lfll.OSOI’lIIvR 

" jitnVi f,)f (I il.'iy," wiiil Ilr'iiry 

fr III' ttiM'Vv auay his siii'iii maii^h, ptilTcd in a 
iircly way, aii'l waiti'd, Jim. Cioiii' ftii tlit* 

InnI 

Ih'I y'," linrr.'ihcil Jim Dover, an lie elimliei! 
Ill' liie l'r(Mii wild I wiili a caper mal banyeil Iiimnelf 
dnwii I 111 t III'seal. "I iu'-i loM Jack to (SI t' hell, I 
pot to liiivi' ,'i drink, an' thai's the only wtiy to pit 
it. llowV th' iMiy'" 

"I'tii keepin’ line," a,aid llenry .Vieol. "You have 
a pritly pond time, don't y', Jiiiimy'' Siiminer'- 
lallcrin'< pot tu wail, on yon, ain't it, Jim?" 

"(lot ,a m.aich, If.arn''" s.aiil Jim Dover, nlippinp 
his pipe into his inoulh and proddinp the bowl witli 
hin ^orc(’m(rcr, "Th' d‘p,ars is on niv, boy, when we 
hit (i.akbnrn.'’ 

Jim Do\’er was a lit tic. wiry man, whosi* immense 
dryness h.'id dr.awn into siHiuty jiromini'iice every 
lord in his throjit, His eyes burned their w.ay 
ihniuph a brown skin that w.as tucked and pin'kered 
and pathered ,aiid [irimped into wrinkles, wherever 
a wrinkle coulrl be |i,acked awjiy. There were 
brackets on either side of his mouth, arches three 
deep above each eyebrow, a many-stemmed bouf|uet 
of lines diverjjnp from e;ieh eye-corner. ,'\ double 
trail of fiirrow.s rutidl across his forehead, with a 
Iiarallel section under each eye, and a link of con¬ 
nection in the shape of a kind of trefoil between his 
eyebrows. A deep line so circumseribod and in¬ 
dented his chin that the chin looked like a separate 
piece of his face, an afterthoupht, that mipht be 
plucked olT and claiiped on apain at will. i He looked 
*3 
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rilTOtii tliri'c hundn-il years oli], a sr.i-, of iunv>r 
Raniesos. jim was forty- two. 

"Ycm have ih' inakiii's nt yon of a had "Id ntan, 
Jim,” said Henry Xie"!, rifier i-yiny liiiii thoiiyht- 
fnlly. llenry \vaseiyl\t wars older, Init his wrinkles 
wore few and dentnTo, and eonci'.'iled ly vomlsst 
whiskers. ‘‘What d'you want to work will] tlnni 
J;wk Beamish for'" Henry .X'iool wen; on, still re 
yardini; his oonr,(anion relict tively "He tloii’t pay 
no wall's. AVhy’n’i yu ye; a yotd ioit, |imn',y, n.n' 
stive money, 1 yo^ al’ont hiuvn hundred dollars 
in the hank. D’you kioju ih.ii.'" 

‘‘Draw ahonl a hnndu'tl mu. then, ahen ve ye! 
to town." stiid Jim D'lver, ‘'.an’ we'll h.ivo one son 
of a mttose I ,f a t ime.” 

‘‘(.)h, it ain’t in thi-, h.-mk.” saitl Henry Xicol. " 1 
('on!(i yel al it t'io e;oy. Anyw.ay, I wouMn'l drink 
it -all uy like ihai. Jim [t '.ain’t hen ;h,a; etisvyo:. 
It’s t()(4c me tihout eiehteen \f.ars n. 'si\e di.at ny 
\\ h.at yooil is it, Jo yi>ii'" s.iii! Jim Dover, 
thirstily, ‘‘i.aws! f wiDi'i j had ii .,n me now 
I d load up the Hnest ytm i-ver see, ! harry. ;in' sitiy 
loaded. Ak !)n;iys i,; uttw, ! yt to try an' yet 
stewed wiili twen: V dollars. Ain't it hell! Tuentv 
dollars'” 

“\our hnl! month’s wayes, cltr” s.aid Henry 
X’ie.ol. ‘‘Jnn, you’re a son of a ynn. . . . D’vou know 
what I m yoin to do wnh tli.ai moufa’e o' mine'’’ 

Btiy a fann'" inquired Jim Dover, a little ah- 
sently. ‘‘(.ete])y, yous ylnys. Ain’t we never yo'n’ 
to yet to Dakbnny Htirry? We're yuiny alK)ut a 
nhle an hour." 



HENRY NK'OI., I’lllI.OSOPIIl'IK 


■ N<i. I ain't it'tin’i; ti' li-ad u]' with iin farm, 
!i! ithi'r," Ih'nrv Nii-n] xsrnt nii. as lia niadr a jire- 
Usm- nf lli.'kiiii: hlalA MiE' with the lash. “Wliat'a 
:!if I'niu] <)| a fann'- Wn'n- fn-a iin-ii v.hen v.c'rc 
i iri-il (Hit, Jini. Wf p't "ur moiiiA, v.ia-ilit'r it hails 
"iniwdoti stiiki 'S’ fracvic.s iiji hanirr'n hiiki'r.' 
N's .sii, n<i iann |i>r nn,-. |im, J’m a-giiiii' to gat 
m..rn.'.i ” 

jmi nnvi-r giiljH’d aial hlinktd “Wh-who lu'” 
ill' sai'l, tiiiallv 

"W.'li. 1 -Urt know vi;,” hagan Henry Ni<-o!. a 
Intlc evasivtly “Well, yc'-. ma} he I -io, u>n. jim. 

won’t loll nohodv no\\, oh' Nuhoiiv at all, 
jim''” 

“.No," said jim 1 )ovcr, standing on ti|itoo to lonR 
for ihf hole! flaggioKs d'iu- roofs of ('lakhurn were 
haginiiing to emerge from the woody growth on the 
I'ori/.on, 

“Ml'S, l^ryans. it is,” said Henry Nienl. 

Jim Dover took off his hat. seratihed the hack 
of his head, and looked thoiight *nl. ‘D\hy, he 
sai<l. jti'esenilv, “slie do’ know whether llryans is 
dead yii, or no!, 1 !enr_\ I’’ 

■'She don’t have to wail to know whether he’s 
dead or not.” .s;iid Henry: “she can get mom'ed 
ag’in if he stays away seven 3 -ears. Thai's the kaw, 
jim. He’s h’en away over six years now—sk 
years, five months, ;ui’ fourteen days. Jim.” 

“^’ou and her has got it all reckoned up, eh?” 
.said Jim. “Well, Henry, if it was me, I’d stay 
awa}" sixl.\- t'cars. .Tic ejuit her. Of all the red¬ 
headed tronblc-makcrs—” 
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“That’s en(Hi"h- Jati Onver," said Henty Niro!, 
sternly. “I <ion't want tohearno niore—noi amaher 
Word. Mully told me the hull thing. It ain't het 
fault." 

“I used to work for Br 2 ,'ansc.s.’' said Jini Oover 
“But if you’re sutidicd, 1 am, lleniy. l.el’s st.e the 
persuader.’’ 

Henry N'irol absently jiassed the whi]) to liis com 
panion. Jim 13over took it. and made a pass at the 
staid old sorrel, Pat. 

“Here, you," said Henry Xicol. eonting out "! 
his ]>cnsivene.ss with a start. “What th’ hell was 
you goin’ to do, Jim iJover? Liik oP Pat 

“Pie’s slower than mola.sses in Juniwary," said 
Jim Dover. 

“Well, you don’t lay no bud on that horse," said 
Henry Nicol, knocking liis pijje out against the edge 
of the wagon-box, “\’ou, nor no other man. Not 
while I'm around, Jim. Hit tin’ ]>ret;y diy’"" 

“I 11 (lie it I don't gc't some sress.-i]‘.arilla in a'notr 
fifteen minutes," said Jim Dover, sw.ailowing hard 
as the drab comer of tlie t'onimerrial Hotel ereja 
out beyond the end of an ann of po[,];irs. 

vSassaj^arilla 1 repeated I lenry N'itol, with a re 
fective grin. “Getapp, Mikie, boy." 



O AICRURX \va? 'Strewn, if ihc hnuscs had boon 
dro]i]K'd oat uf ;t lychmc- and had lain just, 
whore they fell, alony the knolls adjoiniii” dak 
Crt.‘ek ravine. 1'lre ereik, a stream ancienl and 
vmall, jii< kiny ius way slowly along a shninken 
g7-ouve in the bottom of the valley it had filled to 
the brim and roared down mightily in its yonthfnl 
glacial lime, enein led the Icnolly site of Oakburn 
m a wide bend, and formed what might have becri 
regarded., by a village with an eye to the neat and 
orderly as]H-et of things, as a nauiral boundnr}'. 

lint a ]ilaec th;n scorned to have a street, properly 
so-eallcd, quite eliameteristieally flouted the idea of 
:i limit; and so, with m.any lots yet to he filled on 
the thinly dom-d area within the ereek-bend, there 
were advimtnrnus houses cm the farther bank of tire 
stream; ambitious houses half-way up the wooded 
valley-slope; en-ani houses that had climbed out 
of the vidley together and jiitehed themselves, like 
the tents of nomads, on the wiki old jirairie beyond; 
and solitary houses, distant and small, peejting a 
white farewell from th.e hilly rim of the world. 
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ITerd-liki', a’>ari fn'ni ilu' luvAVMn.u 
of its sinvilrss p-i•niTii;. was ();tkliurn v.-nh its iiiif' 
oottai;es wltitv aiu! rrd a;ui -^ray. arvMnhny as tiw 
tenant, liad stayiai in liis yrnrial \vlii!.n\ashi'i’ l.ry 
coitaite, or inn'lt lu'msilf a frame house and little 
red stable, rir yotn- a steji further and ad\entured 
iit slitnc'mas' nirv. 

'Phe princij'al thoronyltfan’, RaihAay Avemn-, 
which Iiad on*‘e hi'cn nlitios: beo.-ni a: ' t.'ik 

bum's one tail elevator an.d ran .alone, lu'fore tho 
irregular rank of little. < hverful, large-lettered ]>!.iees 
of business that sunnily faced iiie trai k on its north 
cm side. There were two gaps, made lately by 
de.stroying fires; and that it is .an ill bree/.e blows 
.good to nobody was nt.anifestly felt l>y the Iviys iti 
overalls and binder-twine !.races, wlio jio.ked around 
in the tishes of (linnetrs grorery stc-re for cans of 
r.athcr overcooked but eminemlv eatable s.ahnon, or 
sought rusty sjirin.g skates .and iron nuts for their 
"sling-shots" in tire ruins of Angus AUGregor’s 
iiardware-siore. 

The !luildings on tdiis street that ‘he fire had span'd 
stood in a kiinl of rigr.ag X;i( Ivnirk' 's bl.aeksnii'Ji 
shop butted into the sidewalk Stun Larkin’s hitle 
rough-lumber hartiess-ston' liar], it were, retreated 
to the f.ar edge of its- p,; though, like .Sam him 
self, who had more "gTs" piled back beliiml his 
stool than he r-ould have I'.anglii up with by wfjrking 
twenty-frnir hour;; a d.ay <a1! summer. 'lIic sliack w.as 
standing at b.ay Archie McMillan’s li^•ery stable 
thrust itself ri.ght out and ncade the sidewalk take 
a detour. The Pioneer Store of Roljert McLeod, in 




OAKBl'RX 


'•rderlhat it nii.<;ltt tii'i'''irnK»I.'itc n ^:uf^U•n 'kviaiion 
in the simn. stnn.i ;ii ar. rnisli' tlttit hrouji^ht the 
lumiier-rucni at it-^ l.;a.'k wi-K’D a U’w feet of Archie 
Mi.MiHan's Finally, the Cominordal 

Hotel, halicil iivh'tinitrh in the i'rooe.s<i fl Feini; 
if.oveil, V..as piTchnl on ski-F- alnios; in the middle 
of ilie T-oad' 

Fa. k from Railway Avenue miyh: be seen the 
I'revl'Vtarian t'hur.'h, th;n vois renie.! on mu eessive 
Sunday-- to the Fyi-'Coiiab, Fiaytist--. .and klelhodists. 
'I'lien -here wa.s the thkI ..fnea uni'iue in (.l.akburn 
in that it had three stone'' the yr.>nnd door coin- 
j'risine store and j.osi-odi.e. the se.'ond floor a httll 
for entertainments, and the third an .-it'.'irtmenl dat. 
o.'eu],i\'d by the i )akf>nrn t-aa. h.'r ;nid barrister, who 
■'balehed"' loyther. A short <1,stance away stood 
the Faldwin boiirdiny-house storm-bleaelual. nini- 
bliny, awl nn]irei'osscssin_t; witlioiit. l'>v.t the most 
hospittible estahihshrneiu in the w.arld, and the 
si'cne of rn''>re ma'ntnoniai entanidetnenis than an\ 
other villaye stoppinyi'Irate evr known. IMns. 
Baldwin eondnete.l it, on strictly ‘■tcmpcrnnee” 
princi-pU's; but thrtt. a.s the H.-ensed Commereiai 
Hotel was wiiltin a siime’s-thmw. did not interfere 
with its po]'u!aniy. 

()lher l.nildines that miyht altraet attention were 
Tom (karr's eot'tay that, following the example of 
th<t school-house, had jumped the creek; jdm 
(lalley's “<;reen coltaRe.” which had wandered into 
the skirls of a -poplar ymwe. over the foliage of which 
one eonld see the long, tmright pole and rod blmikcL 
with which Mrs. (lalley signaled to John, at the 
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lime-kiln, llini ilinner \v;is re;nly: nnd the larye. 
fanrifnlly eiahied IvmM' ^^{ B<.li Mcd.eod, (man-r of 
iho Pioneer Store ,'in<l. outwardly at P-art, titc 
Roekefellcr of Oakliuni. vdii< h stnieture stood tirto- 
yaittly ayart rut :i knoll onidde ilte to\Mt. 

Bm ('aklnmt's ntosi. poi nliar dwellitty. and the 
e>ne in which the !ounS neral eceentrioity in an'hi 
tceinre seejned to h.a.vc found a yran.d and tn-wnmy 
cnlminalinn. w;e; ihc hore'c '.<f iMatthew Kodyers. 

This Iniildiny stood wc'-tward of ( takh'.trn, just at 
the top of tltc farii'.er Bank of i Kak Creek Vtilley 
Lonkiny at it, staii'inty at the ond i'>f the snake like 
strip of trail that wn^>yloii u’l the hi'lsi'ie from the 
plank Briilye over th.e en-i-k, one’s nerve of ctiriosity, 
made already sensitive By ;i walk through Cakbuni, 
received here an addasl -piesue. 

To the soutBiward it presentcil a slnnkily white¬ 
washed log wall; to the west a ftiee of warj'ed elftp- 
boanls; to the n<trth a Blank front of sods; and to 
the ea; t, for the inspeetion aitd i)U/:zlement of 
stnmgers, a solici as-pe^ t of stoiw :md mortar. 

Un a eloser viov,' one s.'iw th.at the ex]>lanatinn of 
this lateral diversity l.ay in the fart that from a 
spnare, een'ra! Building of ttnbe'VTi logs radiated a 
('luster ot sntalli'r ,strur;ures of tho spivics “P'an t'j," 
of every size and deseripti'm known t*' prairie tirrlti 
lecture. i )f these, iho steme one, Nvhielt w;is the 
milk-!iotts(“, was separated from the main !mi!(ling By 
a narrow jiassagc. On one si(lc of iliis lane, hidden 
from view until one was aetually confronted with 
it, was the door which g.'t\-e entrance to Jvlatlhew 
Rodgers’s honsc. 
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Thi^ ]ic-cuHar farnisti-ati uas ivjnral at onca nf 
ftaklnim, tinil i.tf Maltln-w Rodgers, 

It was tyiii'al of the \iHagi' iti th(' unskiltiil and 
ii.'tjdiazard niantuT ot its rnvtii'n, like a child s 
iilavdn luse. 11 was rc]nx'Si'tttaii'.T < if its (iwuor jpmi 
a dilTcmit \it'W]mint. Thf slimy fniin, the inlios- 
yilahly hid,dm da.i.r. wliirli it tnnicd tiavard Oak- 
Imrn, were idmt i<Ml willi the at t it ude whi>-h Matthew 
liad inaint.intivl toward the gnssiiiy ;ind ohtuso little 
village all thr.mgh the twenty live years ho had he-n 
a resid.ent lie had heen fortunate enough in his 
j/ioneering to setlli- ujnm ;i honiestotid which h;id, 
with the coining of the railroad, l.eeome the site of 
(taklnirn. Ih' jiraetiealiy owmoil the village. Ide 
could have Imught oitl. twice over, the cntenirising 
iMcLeod of the ostentatious atid fancifully ^galded 
liouse which stood so exclusively ajuart. ^ cl, in¬ 
stead of following the exanijde of the other Oakhnrn 
]iioneers in moving <'ttt of his tmigintd lude^ log 
sluinly into :i neat frame house as thi' coming <d' the 
yearshrought jirosyerity, lie luid remained in his old 
(’luarters; and. in the store in the hig. three-story 
l.uilding in (dtdvl'urn which was one. of Ins later 
(■III ev]irises he still ('oniimiod his iiraetiee, as in the 
liitle. old shoji through which all (.takbum's trade 
had once passed, of .substituting a small apple lor 
a large one to make the scales balance. 



Y 


TH': 1 N.'.I '-IIM 

T^;.M KlvKXAYWI.W -.'..u 'H I'liH'"! m- at Y. 

I <.f Ar. l:ic MiMinit.'- hanL" 

in Oaki.nm. its iH-mnant'^ liisinonntvd. l>ut t-a; a 
in .1 (liiTt'nsil 

llcnrv rha.licA (i"vn !’i kA-nn-ly niania r 

kv lUv'ir.ii' of t),.' tront vsls'vi; jim ! >'-var ran t-> 
the IsK'k't'l thn Ih inin;)'.! .mj-, inoviny 

with a rapiili;y t't.i' until.! iMa-ia John ik.-atnisli 
noil in jyritn ]wi"’.\iH' of nuikiny ‘tin- litnisati mu!i' '>* 
Ins cMcinl hiiiiM'h m witk ,o. ho 'In! in hail the 
farnior Itoon tlunc in ua'oli 

A oortain n.ii-r, not that nf the s]irin,u lilos^onis 
v.hi.'li ti-rcw ai.nin i’*, ominny a'p'o, frnni iho 

<'onin'oroi.'il I into!, nia.lo jini ijl; ln^- hat ooor ono 
oar and dtinoo a'- Ito iwlnoi! lloii'-v nnhit'li Iktt and 
Miko. Anhio MoMillan, uhna-'whiskers yrew till 
arouTid an inmionM’ rod faw laid, won its l)rin\’ 
hlonin fron; ;i ynnih spent ynim; down In the so.'i in 
shi])s. loaned n\or and uhisyorod orinninyly lo Jim 
IMilolioll, th'j \'e)., \'.hn stood in thi' stable ilnur 
way wipiny hisjiands with hay after sonic recent 
work of repair on one of Archie’s horses. 
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’■■n.'iy, Hnnry; ’day. jnn.” said Mr. McMillan, 
< "rdiall_\. turning inwai'd the ncu'-ninicr.v aU(‘i lii.s 
('•ninaniii'n with 1 lie lMrM‘-lanaly ]ih\.'iiian. “nry 
W'.ithrr this, hty' Had tar tin imiis.’' 

think ynti knnv. a linl! l^t alMnit crojis, 
diin't yon, Aia hie< i! > .l■r^'l‘d ileiiiy \iuil. yravcly, 
a-, hr 1('(1 P.ti fnrwaril v.ith oiK-arni laid, alTf,-!iiniaU'- 
ly ah<int t tu-< dd tininitir.s nrrk " Kcrji a shurl licit, 
cn that 1 cii, jiir.niy; he yds wild a.s ;i deer when lie 

A thin line cf snioke, letu'dieniny .aicne tlu' hill 
'a t c{ till’ villa,ye, e.ittelr Henryks e_\e as. ton 
n.inntes hater, he tdlnwed the i'r.inein.y jiin P-iver 
an the jihtitks laid tnun tlie roadside ic the hiyli 
perched har en’rt'.nee '>f the (’cninKTei;il liclel 

"I'll just have lime !’t>r cue little sncri with yen. 
.liin,” he s;iid, "then I'll h.avc l<> yo ever and ,e,el, 
that new teta Iter man cfT the train Clcshl tliere 
won't he a nhskiti.i left in ( t.akhnrn wlien then train 
c,< ts ;i|);ist, the way she’s smokin'.” 

Tile room inicwlii h .Inn Ikner, takin.ya hnrdlin.y 
■liMi-t eiit ever ti'.o eiiairs .am! n .spittoon, led Henry 
Xiecl liad .some cf the ecnvenieni iVtitnre.s of a 
frei.y!',! -ear. 

It was Icipe and narrow. Tls Inek-invitniy horse- 
idtce w.as nailed i>ver a wide lioor th;il .yave ri.yhi to 
ciitdoors, with no eonfiu-iny hallw.ay. Wlu'ti tlie 
hotel, wliieh had narrowly escaped one of the reeent 
hres; on Im'kless K.ailway Avetiue. aiid w;is Iieiiig 
moved 1)\' the jinijirietor, '^I’oin d aylor. to a ircsli 
and sale/ loeat ion on a street where the houses went 
thinner, tdiould !>e on solid yroiind aytiin, it would 
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have ihis widi- door nf Iho linr f.iciiu; tlu' diiowalk, 
fxai'tly a'^ on ilic Coinnry oinaMinor': ■‘i!>c 

wnrro for liikor" ^onld thru Im liamlilv sicrp'il ont 
sidinand MMiyint; “liMO'-ts" into wayons wfiioli 
they always manayeil in some ju-mn idem lal way 1 m 
I tilol safely aeioss (lie prairie to rhe distant lionte 
stearl and i!k’ ynnnlilin”, Itastily breeehed vassal 
with the nahK'laniern. 

'riiirstier ( laklvarn nn'yht bo divided into two 
elasses- the jierennials and the periodicals, d'he 
jierennials were lho^e reitnnd and stall-fed iiditd’' 
tants wlto titoved front the sit tiny-rooni chairs to ih.e 
bar-cf.nntiT and bank tiyain to the sitlinercom 
ehtnrs, and whos-e abilities witc ('hii'fly epic tttid 
absorbent. 1'he pcrii.iilieals were those who eanie 
only on hiTdays. or at the liint' of the Oakbnrn 
“show lair, ’ or riIter Itniwc'i; .althonyh sometimes 
thiw' blew' in. bron/ftl atni biy, on rainy Saie.nl.tys 
d hey had neit (ht'.atrof ]'rospen; y or piaeidit y whieh 
marke'l the I'etennials. 'I'liev had no ly.ie nr enier- 
taininy powers, 'rhey ate the ('onuneivial's pnntrv 
empty, drank the fommereiid's bar dry, muddied 
the iloor, wanted to lii’.lit e'.'ervboiiv, wastc<l tin* 
liverymans hay and om-'., yave tlie town insomnitt, 
and finally had to be lifted into their wayons to yo 
homo. Bm. they were weleomed bv evorvbod'v, 
where the perennirds wa-re only tolerated, and 'if 
anybody had to sleep in the hayloft when they 
crowded m, town, it was one of the paunchy per- 
cnnitds; for these noi.sy customers of the I'ountry- 
stdo had each a hamlsomc lump in his trousers 
poeket, where the cvcr-jircsent silling-roum eus- 
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I'lUicr h,id only ft i-nNisc. 'I'hi' )icn'iulii al iiaiil liis 
ua_v ati.l wTui hi:- way, tlu‘ ]n'riaiii:;(l rliarj^cil aiul 

'rian' w.'tN ('UK' of thi'M’. n.'tkliurnV iiarasitic iii- 
lialliiuiils, in tla- hat now. W'lirn jirn |)ov(’r and 
iluiry Nitol in he u.i.' (l•,•lnin,L; against ont- of 

liic iron rods piu arros- tlw windou' lo yuani it 
f'lriii iiu-l )i i.ati' flliow,. III' ilninil's, hoolasl undor- 
nr.alh liia .su'']'cndiT'-, held liis roa' hank, sliowin.y a 
<lniyy ''hiit hoN.ni, a Icny likn waist, ;ind trou.snrs 
V rinklnd across the -yroin, liis fnni, in karnn. flat- 
^o!^•d shoes, were nrosseil, one toe cuddled henoatli 
the otlu'r iiisit p. lie li.ad in--!metively siruek the 
atiitutle in which lii- inu.seK's needed to do least 
work lo kee]> him erect ; or in other words, he stood 
the lariesi a man could jiossihly .st;ind williout 
falline down. 

'roin dhiylor, the proprii'tor of tlie Commercial 
Hotel, was hem o\-er hi'hind the eounter, uneratint; 
hoitles. He straitthiened, wipin.y ihi' tow from a 
htiitle as his ear eau.yhl the familiar short, sta^-eato 
stc]) of Jim Ikwer; and a hos]ii!ahle heatninp; spread 
ill eireliny rinys, like stone-ripples on a .slou.yh, from 
liis ,yreat hlaek must ache to tlie four maryinal 
jioinis of his visa.e.e-the mid-forehead tassel of 
touyli, weedv hail, the hlue-shaven ehin-])oini, and 
the ri.yht and left red knobs ol car. Ii,\'(mi it nobody 
(dse \asiied the bar all day—a most umisii.'d ,eon- 
tin.yeney-- jim Dover’s arrival meant anythin.it from 
fifteen to twenty ii\’e dollars’ wortli of business. 
In addition to tins there would he the incidental 
fringe of traffic done with tliosc who came to entcr- 
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(•''HUmI In fifH nt '!,( It' i,!v j.i d hnllln, 

. 11 ' 1 , l.i'l I l.( ! f S ' nt‘,r' ,I |j, ^1, . ) iill y Ml 

" Wli.'l ll'in' V.!, ' I \n|( , Allilv ’ Al<'l 

'ill* llnh 1 v.l*! ,1 'll!'!' . i'ltli suiil llll 

I 'll k' 'I Up i,n! 'i .1 I*','!' I ' ,)M luitt!, fi'c I, 

I'l! !-''ir!i || III '.III. p!i ,t ii!! .tm- n i!,,. ■ |,lr 

.''"I I'llIi. III'! uiMi ,it' ,iiiMlt,iiv '.fill.,'I 

;if"i|'i'l till' I.I I t, I i;,!V.!fii' •lie ("il., Iiniif |!i(‘ 
'"'i'll '■ Ii'ii/.'li V I'll ,1 fiw Tnit. Tnv 

k't' ' I'! n ni! I III I. Ill' ! I I III ,1 !hi \(I'.'i'Dl ;il imis \Si\y 
.I'I'I I'l'iii llril I'chf'iil 111!’, !‘"| i-Li', I". 

jllll MnVi'l'*, I yi kuiiilic'! "('iilMi' on, rs'i'l'*- 

i " " I ’ III' '..(III, ilnllM .)i ill/ ,1 I I'll I loll,'IJ I lill ’' 11 HI 

MV \n'!*. " 

AinK l';n!ili, .|f'i'; ri very iito !il;i' ili'liiiii"i' o' 

iiuliTi iiiii. ii'i 'll'.! Mil.I |,i ... 

“ W'l I'i!, ' III I!,I 'iinlntii’ III,. I Inn "ilnn'i i(>t!i.! 
•I' I 'In, I.n>. I |I IM I liavu' U li'llr o’ ill.' tU ■i.U, 
Ti iin 

"I urn-', ni.'ivlii' f ui!!. inn, it' i'', iiM tlii- ;;i!ni' 
I" nil lumd-.. ■ r'.fn;irl.:.'i! Il.-tiry Niml, }-I;ini in;- ai 

till' linitli* 111 ''iH'U' uttii'r' Oil! of till' uorni'i of lii*4 
cVi* 

" ri! Iinvc ri!i\'tl,iii/,'' ' lin'IIril Jim Dovur, ^tral'fiiny 
till* Iioitic. ill'cantiiiy a ‘tiil.'i'.liiii)', liiitiMi'rfuI. onii 
• ''‘iliiin; a lui'iy "lirrr’; lonkur, Jioyi," .'iitf! to'ii.iny. 
ii olV t;i‘< Aiiily R'i!i!i Ji'linirinyly n'lafcd afionvtinl) 
al “one Ii'i*;’, sir 

Ili'tirv N'ii'i'I. lu lpim; !!tni''i'If liyliily (<> tlic "rcy* 
lar,” drank wilh ha';!'*; tor ilin loud alarm of an 
onyiiU'-vvliistk', Mwoi'pitiy lila a vocal wind aluii}; 
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the Oak Cnrk hluff.s told that iJie express v.-as 
(TDSsinit the tresile, inst ouiMdc the vi!la;e,c. 

“See y<'ti aj.aim kit^T, gentlemen,' he said, as lie 
run down the ]ilank frotn the bar door, emssed the 
reiulway. and made his way down yrassy KiuKvay 
Avonue^n the little slatt eolored siation Iniildin.y 
lie reached it inst as the train roared in. 

(duly three pcMpli yd oil. Two of these-- the 
{'(inductor of tlie train, and an old nonian veith a 
hatiered “lek'seope" vahs(—Ih'nry was able to 
disiniss at once as pedayopie jmssibilnu'S 1 le th.ere 
fore approai.hed the third, a tall, alhletiedookiny man 
in faded tweeds, with a cigareilc and an eczeniati' 
old (dadstone liat:;. 

“Are yon the sdii'ril o-nohers.aid Ih'nry, 

“Am 1 a what:" reioined the tall man. playfully 
“The new Islay school teacher is the man 1 w.'inl, ' 
said Henry, mildly, “f pness you ain't him.'' 

“Your siiniiise is most, c.slraordinarily eorrret,’ 
the stmiiyer n-inarke'l.wi;h blandiK'Ss, “! ain’t him. ' 
“hlackinaw’ , f yuess lie ha'-n'l came, then. ’ 
solil'Hjuized Henrv. aloud. “S'diool o'pens on IMon- 
dav, too, and this i- SaOKdav.’’ 

“Well, U'V frieii,!.- M,d I'lc tall man. “[ .should 
jolly well like to help you o-n ; Imt tlie fai'l i'-', f 
haiipeii to 1'(‘ lookin' for fann work, iifd. a pro- 
fe.ssoria! ehair Does a man by the name of Morton 
live out vfiur wav?" 

“Adam .Morton:’’ 

“Yes; Adam, or soiw' bally name like that. I’m’ 
been etuTcspondiny with him tbroiiyh those chtijis 
at the employment bureau down there." 
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“Adam’s b’on wantin’ a man, all right,” .said 
Hrnry, “1 giK'ss I ran givi- ytni a lift out in my rig 
>"ndi'r. if yon’n' hcadni' for Mnri-si's --1 hat’s if 
V'in dnii’t mind grtlin’ your in'dd('s jrltnd onl of 
\i»u in a wagon 1 hi>. 1 can’t .a^t you to set on the 
Spring-scat, for 1 got com]'’iiy—if the eoniji’iiy’s altic 
to set n-p there, goin’ li.ack ” 

■'Well.’’ said the tall stranger, refleetivi'ly, “in 
'-pile (){ the jirospoel yon nietition, 1 shotdd much 
rather ride with you than walk it. Smoke'’’ He 
held out a silvi'r eig.-iretle-ease. 

“I smoke,’’ said Henry, “Inil 1 take my p’ison 
in a cob ]nj)e like what you notieo 1 have in my 
month. l.)id yon have your dinner yet’'” 

“1 liad Something that I intended slinnld serve 
as the me.al you tenn dinner,’’ oliserved the other, 
setting down liis valise whik' he lighted a cigarette, 
“a finioky hit of nitln'r new cheese and a portly 
'Toss-seetirm of hri'ad, togetht'r with some dr'cad 
fnl te:i that mnst have been hoik-d for hour's at 
least. Cost me rrty last Imli.” 

“Vour last wh.'it^’’ said Heitr}'. 

“Roll—qnarter, T sujittose yon wonld say,” eluci¬ 
dated tire strangi'r. “Did yon remark that the 
straictnre over tliere,’’ indieating the dcrricked-np 
Cummereial Hotel with a dilettante linger-end, “was 
a ]rnh?” 

“] didn’t say what it was,” sakl Henry, “jnst 
yet; inrt if you mean ‘hotel,’ yoit guessed right, 
Mr.—what’s tliis you said your ntime was, again?” 

“Sydney Ashton, at your service,” responded the 
sole male C'akliunr de.stin6, coi'Uially, :is he picked 
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up liis ]ia,i; and tip'ipfii ni:o sin]' ln'svk- Ins (Uif- 
tinner. "What ^ay we have a nip rd' sninethmi’,, 
nil] fellow 

"We I'etier n-d lU) near iliere now," nlweiweii 
llenre. wiili a '-hm yrin; "tla-ie’-- a terri'.ie iha 
]iarty in there hy the name <i\ Jim Dmvit, wIv ain t 
i'' iiil he yets hw Irall niontli'' ]m\‘ in 
siile of him --twenty dMllars- le-'s vhat yineer ;ile 
an’ wliru he yives away ;n another oK! ’'tir'l lalli'.! 
Andy koM>. Them two would keej. yo^.i .Irinkiti' 
till you li))]ied o-.er Do you like our eomnry a- 
well as whai _\ou Itko'l the eouiiiry ymi eonie 
fp nn'’’ 

"Oldehaii, riikeit\an!y -vastlv " The I'.nylish- 
man. a-; h<- li-ouyhi thi-, or,i, spuee/ed iienrv’s hi 
eeps playfully and thrust the handle of hi. Olad 
stone h.ay into that yetitleman's hanyiny hand. "I 
•ay, you won't mind takiin; < harye -if my htey fo- 
;i jiff, will Miu*- Jii't drop it into the !.;i- k of your 
riy ;is you pass, ,and keep your eyi ou n. 1 ilunk 
I 11 join (hose lollv old wastrels m ‘h.e piih sjia'u'’ 
have .another ehaia e tor a hit. \'ou kuiow. l.e* me 
know when you're voi’iy ut to 'nini !i, won't you 
there's a yood h !loi,\. 'Pr,, !a hP" 

Henrv, ;i Immorotis evpre. ■ ..oti makitvy lit; le hulyw 
in that portion oi his woinh.at w Insker frinye win-It 
edyed his rnomli-eomcrs. stoo-i momeun with the 
vtdise in lus lian-l, lookiny ,utter the -nlu'r m,un .us. 
pnlliny off his i-loth, (.up and earryiny it, .Ashton 
strode oiT at hi^ siilnryiny, .straiyln'leyycd,' hhiylish 
stride toward the plank yanyw.uv tliai led inpi the 
L oinmcreial h:uu Henry himself had in,si en'juyh 
to 
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l.'r.tt ifiir v.lii-'kv In liii.'i ( m( jiii*t • i.-h inw.'iri) 

.uiii llu' uf ;i hit; m.in in-i-kniifil I'mni 

.if:ir hy a Iitllc always hrnnylil Ins lulrraai 

A-- •A'-htiin sv.'unr, hiurt-lf handil)' nj) tln' .^lantiiiy 
hn.irth. hi--, rnvni rnintiaTUon ] n-nmi-dt'd yoi'id 
•i.iTiiri'dl'. toward tin’ In rt'v-'a.al.!.' m ]tiit the \;ilia' 
riin du' wai'or? and haxa- a lirtii, i on\-fi>ar i< inal lilt 
wall Aivliic' :\i< .Millan .and :!.f \r! uhilr ilm ihr-n 
w.iirid i’nf ihc thrmrr'-ii;:],'d ti'oj’i ();i!;lmni's riv.'il 
<-,a’iTi;; ]ik'n 0'., Tlirp' wa'- luvcr ary\ doithi whi-n 
a'iniii.-:' was rcadv in f )akhnni. .'siiniil!an','')ii;dy, as 
thonyi! ohrviny a yiv.-n aiyiial. Mr's Mayyi. Taylor 
with a rnw’lH'Il and .Srio.Mi Ihildwin with a ,<i''vi'v 
known as ,i rhiriot rr-os-dcafornT r.and a]’dy so cailtaii 
.il.jrcar-od. rosii\(■!>■, at tlic do,,r- of the Coirininr 
oral liotr! and 'ho Haldwin Iroardinydioriso, and for 
tho sjiaoo of ritrcr nrinirtos lioid disoorrlan; oonijK'li 
tion ai-ross tin* harnloi's rTookor of tlowradior-dor'od 
Sots tnid !;rni s. ivlswtno I'nytil.ir'Iy at iwolvi'o’clock 
I ac!i dav a '-iratitron they had cr<'atcd hy ojrcnino 
ilioir kit', hen .!<..>rs whik' ilic meat w.i.s r'.uistiny .an-! 
f-ttiny odoi's •.-.•.hi. tivc and snoyoslivc ])enncatc 
( takhiini. 

It was dnriny his Ici.mircly w.alk tntvard the stable 
that ilcn.'-y, casiirn; hi-- ylancc ah.ait in cornfortahlc, 
town yoiny contcnrplati.'n. I'ccanic riwtirc of ti hiick- 
hoai'.l loyyiny do'Ari the easy .slop.' hy whieh the 
Islay tra?reritef('.l llic villnye. .A man native to 
Wheatdand has no diniciilty in rocoyniziny a neiyh 
hor’s horse and riy. even half a mile away; and 
Henry Nicol, as he eyed the approaching vehicle, 
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scratOu''! Em’ lnu-k I'l’ liis Iv'ail anii ('IjNcn’et] in 
hiniM'if, in liis halut of low-muiieri'ii soli!o(]iiy 
■‘Xtiw, tluTi-'s Adam Morton's h<>rse and. bngiLiy 
li 11 In; Clara a-drivin', for it's licr tha! idways coiiios 
to ir.wni for the yrori'rios. 1'hon AAuon's yoin’ on! 
to work for Adam, ait’ if ho yets to know that''- 
Morton’s riy and LheirC a ehamv <i' ridin' them 
ten miles in a hnyye, I won't he aide to vank him 
inlo Tom’s solidd.nimyin' old tally ho with a loyyin’ 
eh.ain, and the yal will luive to ride Itiin oni to her 
dad's till tanke<] my. I Inn ter yo down and inei-t 
her. tin' tell her to ‘-Hp over t<i Baldwin’s for dinner 
I hen I'll yive Ashton his -vits at the Commereial 
tin’ yet him into the wayon with me an’ Jim.” 

It was in jinrsuanec of this jilan that ]leiTp>'. a 
few moments later, htering walked to a jioim by 
the roadside ,'i hnn<lred ytinls or sri below wliere llte 
Cfimmerie.al lit,’tel stood, tiwaited the emeryiny of 
the bnekbuard from its dip into the (i;ik Creek 
ravine.^ As the \ehi.lf tiiy’eared he took his inpe 
fr<‘m his montlt and stared at the siyht of two j)ec)'|i]<’ 
sitting on ;i -e.n when' he land evj.eeted to s'ee but 
one. While he w;is spoenltitiny as to the id'-nlity 
of the yoimy ntan in '..tom Codies who ocenpied the 
seat with ( lara. he tell a I'lneh at his elbow. 1'nrn- 
niy, he eonfmnted Ashton. 

^^^’■-•Vlidiah!” twinkled that party, roguishly. 

Ihouyht you’d hunk, eh? Jolly old humbug—I 
love you all the better for it.” 

Henry stuck his tluimbs under his braces, jerked 
his head nieiTily aslant, and eyed Ashton up and 
down. 
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“\Vc quit (.V'l'Lr our hair cut after we gn l.ald - 
dou’t we. lioy?" he said. ‘'Whee-ce' How the lie!! 


ItiiluT Asia I Ill’s jirevious show of et'stast- at tlie 
;ir'is]icci (if lifjuor liad !>een mere monkey jilay and 
he laid really taken none, or he was ‘'caiTying” 
any lie might have imhilied marvelously well; fui' 
}'\ not so much as tlie fiu-ki.T of an twelash did he 
respond to 1 lemw's lovi.al si heme for lindiug out if 
he was drunk lie did not even glance Henry's 
w-ay, I nit tumed hi'- eyes with a hearty quickening 
ot interi'Sl towtird ilie iqqiroaeliing luiekhoard. 

“Now. whom liavi' wo here'" lie said, slipping 
off his caj), that had got a little to one side, and 
showing a fine head of iilaek. enriy hair, a little gray 
at the li'mple.s. as Clara Morton, pretiily colored and 
dimpling naively in antieqiation of Henry Nieofs 
yet unmade Init as she knew inevilahle contment on 
her “eompnny." tirove shyly tip. 

Jienrv, howawer. was still mentally busy with the 
])rnlil(>m of Ashton :md the ten mile flrivc. 

"Maekin.e.the exeiaimed, suddenly, Jnrning 
toward the Englislimnn. after ti])g)iiig his hat with a 
kind of mnior-general’s salute at Clara. “Here, ]’ve 
went and left thon grip ot yonrs in that npi'n wagon, 
W’itii Arciiie IMeMillan goiu' ovct (o tlu' harne.ss- 
maka'r’s and them young staliledads pokin' around 
with iiolnidy to watch 'em. ^'ou lnUter skin over 
an’ see if it's all right. Ashton. I'll be with you, 
riglit. away.'' 

Aslilon'ji.'irtly replied to this suggestion with an¬ 
other sum'ptiiioiis squeeze of the elbow he held. 
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ravi' iht’ lijtir ml lini'.M-N ’'I'ather mid niP lo 
waV'!) {.ir yi'u m day, if 1 farlu'd iMwn hcfori' Ihc 
'iMiii (.inif in. lie wa'-n’i rxaaily cxpci-ting ycni fur 
Mid' till till- tijMt lit the ii'fimh, liiongh.'’ 

‘jiilly guild 111 ynnr jiatrr, Eni suri'," said Ashton, 
gli’ily. “1 canir dt'hiit'ra:( ly on ;i Saiiinlay. ihoiigli. 
I'lcan-c I’vi' liran sonir yi .irs in iht' l•(n!nlry and 
I know _\ on lialiy agn.'nh nri'^t s onh' conii to town 
a! the Wivkon.i-^, Hut ah’” hr swayd slightly. 

!!i toy wild 1-1 dri'anis oi Mi-.s 1 iiiwa-r ini.aginnd I 
■ lioiiid ha\ o a rhantting young Iad_\ to drivr, nir out 
to thr Morton n'uicli. Ihit, j'.ndon nir is yonr 
In'oihiT returning ihilher. and shall we httve to ridr 
three in a seat 

"•>h’'‘ Cd;ir;i, wiih a smile at Henry, turned to 
I'.rnie I’.edford ''I've got soniehody hen* that 
voii're looking for, lieniw’ This i . onr now lo.'iohor.’' 

Henry Xieol gul]H'ri and lihnked. 

'M'onr new whielH" he said 

“The tea, her ,Mi Bedford. 

“NTs. ye-., I know iiis name ought to Bo Bedford," 
•aid Henry. ''Tom Kernagh.an told me .all about 
that 'File jiart yon ain't explained is how the front 
Side of him is turned faein’ e;isl. when 1 thougdit he 
w;is to eome ti,'/;; thtU d'roetion. Where in blazes 
did yon gel hitn' I w.atiiied the train, .-in’ J hunted 
tile town o\-er; Init I niwer once thought of lookin’ 
out on th(' prairie among the scrub.” 

Ernie, a little ri'd bleed. ex])l;uned the sifuntion. 

“Well," said Henry, when he had I'mished, ''ril 
t.ake your word for it, bo\ It’s a good thing 3’(.>ii 
'ain't got lo Itiekle ;i si'Too! hke Islay with a broke 
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n.'ck, Ihuiu'.li. hkf r.l 1iav.‘ lia,1 it IM uiT 

a train guin’ ti'Vty unii- an liunr How ilu ym Ul->' 
your iviinpanylirnry (■(imigatol the ula'li' siiir 
(if liis fac(.‘ in a wink that, if its junvf'r liail Iwi'n ex 
].iendoil in a straight lift, would liave rais(.*d the sj.lc 
of the Iiuckboard. 

“llecause. if yon like it as well as Clara likes 
hers.” eontinued the spo.'ikcr. ineorrigibly, ‘‘vote' 
young ones h.nl better drive mtt togi-ther .as fut .a*- 
Ad.'un’s. and I'll jiiik the tern her n^iwhen 1 Imn in 
to your |>!aee, on tlie wav buna' to 'I'lnn's, to debxei 
Mr .M:tn here to yo\ir d:id. How does that ea'ch 
you 

‘'All iially rot.” put in Ashton, with a sliglit llrsi 
evidence of qunn-flsoirieness. "I, for tny p.art 
sha'n't think of Inang s];unine(l and liggled alunit 
in .a bun her-wagon when this young woman litis 
brought in a tnnp to fetch im' ” 

‘‘I don't mind the wagon,” said Fniii' Bedford, 
glancing sidewise at Ashton and reintiining oblivimis 
to a whole brciadsiile of sign kmguttge frinit Henry, 
"it won't 1)0 the first time I’ve traveled on a wagon- 

'■Jt ain't litc se.al you're a-goin’ to travel on, 
thriugh, boy. if yim go with me," ])ursned Henry 
Nicol, wagging his he.ad about in a vigorous but 
vain effort to ('.ateb tlio te.aeher's eye "It ain't 
the seat it’s the slats. ;\ friend o’ mine by tin'- 
name of Jim Dover gets first ch'iia' of the seat - if 
he s able to set. He ain’t a big man, htit"—Ihuiry 
grinned reflectively—"lie’ll likely need all the room 
there is.” 
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Further jiarley belwei-u tlio nieuibcrs of the group 
was at this jjnint inu'mi])ted by tut odti clangor tliat, 
echoing anumg the Oak Creek bluffs, seemed to 
(oine from all jioints rif tlic compa.ss at once, but 
n'ally jirocceded fnim only two- nor’-nor’easi where, 
in the middle distance, .^noosh Ikaldwin einiilicd his 
young lungs inii, the rhiiau eros dcafener; and due 
south, where .Mrs Maggie 'Faylor, at tlu’ door of 
the Commercial Hotel, gyrated a h;dc wrist and a 
pendent cowbell. 

Henry Nieol yunjjcd off the ground in a startlingly 
agile manner for a man only a few years short of 
.si.\ty, cracked his heels together deftly, and as he 
came down wh.aekeii .Ashtoti jovially lictween the 
shoulders in a way thtit tnade that gentlemtm tala' 
;t short, unsteady stcji forward, then turn and 
glower in irate intcrrogtiiion. 

“I'll give you a !ie;id-start to thon old lomato- 
ean an’ In'tit you to dinner," Heniy said. "Come on ' 
The seh(jol-leaeher will sec that Clara gets her horse 
put in at .Archie's “ 

.Ashton, in the hnmji-on-a-log stage of the Bac¬ 
chante, n-fnsed the ch.dlenge, stalking dourly after 
the ca[)ering Henry, as C.lara Morton (nrnod the 
bnckboard in the direction of the livery-stable. 

Henry and Ashton were, not the first to enter the 
dining-room. Andy Rohli, dotiing a lit tie, sat in “his 
chair" at the end of the table ne.xt the ehina-eabinct. 
Sam Larkin, harness-oil staining the joints and 
knuckles of his large hands, drew his palm down his 
chin and blinked at the t;i!)lc-cloth. John Galley, 
w’ho was making money with his lime-kiln, frowned 
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Winfield’!-; lienefii, iliat sho had lieen morely I'luk 
nn; iiu! Ilf the \vind('V\ lu-yiind the ]i(iiiit v^•llere the 
te.ii'htr ;ind ('lar.i were ern^.siii^ the llmir. 

"Riylit here, S, hn.il leaelier," said Henry Xieol, 
iniinehiny a m ul.i he-' nit .and ! lei k.nnny the neu' 
I'lnieis ii. the tahle iie liad liinsMi "Kijdu here, 
Clar.a Me an’ Aaht'ni h.a-; ymn eh.airs wanned np 
le.idv h 'I' yen " 

“Ah, Mi. a Mnrlen"' Ashton rmised himself 
Iron! ins .aleoholie j.enn eoin.i '-nllieientI_\ to eant Ins 
he,ail on I me ■-id' in w ahhly plav Inlness, “Wat'-zti • 
u'tnvin diinrhei heini'; hoi'ed t de.ath. Timely 'rivtil 
s,a\a'd m' hie Thank'- --ii mueh.'’ 

I )mner in the (.’oinmene.a! Hotel, onee under way, 
was not ;i lone .allan. I'ottiloes, meat, ei.ackens, 

• aki', enstard ]inddim;, m.ade i.ajiid .and hiisines,-, 
like disappe.aranee, hastened to their di'',! in.at ion by 
mleinutlenl drau.elj!'- oi 'e.a haeh smi'si e\eej>L 
the ;i foremen Moiled Here', W inlleld jiroyre'tsei 1 by 
the .'-v.afie'i wa\ pos'abl" to the ,yoal of the tooth 
piik .and the Maid and dei orons withdraw.al to the 
eh.aiiv. and spiltooie- of ihe “settin’room’’ or the 
lietrified emhions oi the “kadies' isarlor’’; one' reti.mm 
for this h.aste benu: ihit tlnre were yenendly at 
least half :i do/en miire ynest' than tluav were se.ats. 
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us Tl!t{ WAV TO |A|,\V 

"'T’lCKI.t'iD to the cyt'hrtiw*,'' ‘■i)lilur|ui/ril llonrv 
1 N'icol, as, iiti lumr latci', In* Hitiml, tliutnh*-' iiti 

♦liT liratcs, at tlic l■(tnll'r >i| die Cnmittrrii al ll"U‘| 
iitnl wiiU'liiMl ;\slii<in who li.’iil I'liially \u>tt hi-, w.av 
ill spiu- of all Il''iiry'‘; tlijilDinary .Irivc oiT iti llw 
bucklmat'll with Clara Mnrtnit. "till, writ, I 
he's litinnlcss. llr'd liciicr I'c, if hi* ain't, Ailttin 
Morton Would tin him np in a knot that nohotly'd 
over ravi‘1 him out of, if ho wtit to yot s.-i'.sy with 
Chira. If Adam didti't, I would, by Markinaw"’ 
'riio toarhiT, wh'i htid yonc ovor to tho r.itition 
to two .about his trunk, ro.appoaroil at thi*' ntontont 
around tho I'ornor of that sintiiuro, lli'tiry r'otl 
tomplati'd him as ho dosi rtidod from tho otid of tho 
bayy.ayo pl.atfortn and oattio tilony tho yno'.'y path 
low.ard tho holol. 

“I'ino, woll-'iot lip yotiny follor.” ho mif.oil, takiny 
ono thumb from its siispotulor luup ,aiid ruMiitty his 
ohin pl.aoiilly. "ll'''s .anothor party wout<! h;ivo ;i 
orow to ])i( k with thou Ashton if ho touohod Adam’s 
littlo y.'ih Maokin.'iwl ain’t it quo<*r how iiuii'k 
youny DUOS nuikos up? Him :m’ Ckira 'ain’t know 
SO 
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' >! tuT nil ifc 'n ilirno hours an’ thcv’rc ns: c-Inimniv 
a!na.!v a- an o!,i nmui o' hot-M'-s KIikI o’ sliy on 
:ln‘ oiusi'li', tlioiif^h. yi-! that’s why the hoy cluln'i 
want to (irivu out with'luT i)iiin'l want to seeni 
toij ki'un, I'l'r t\'ar she'd I'aek aua\’. 'I'his here love's 
.1 yi'eat nis'tution. lioth into it ui) to iIk- neek, an' 
neither one of 'em imow'- it yet . . . Well, School 
I'.II her. I see hy your I'.iec' you ain't worryin’. so ] 
yuc'-s tluy (luinpeil ycut tuikey off here aJl ri);lit, 
eh' Come oil iioi'le, an' we'll have a coujile o’ 
eiy.irs while the luoues is f'uushin' their oats.” 

“Ihav far out of town is this Isltiy schoolsaid 
Ihnie, nwenini; t" the suleeci of his jinwious in 
lerest as the I wo, in a coinfortaMe lial" rif tlwir own 
mtikme, s.il side hy side in the hotel sitliny-room 
on I wo of ilie now viu-ated wooden clitiirs that stood 
Ill .'1 faded row near tin* window. 

"Ti'U miles or so," stiid .lleniy Nieol. looking back 
at the leaeher iniiierttirh.ably. 

■‘W'hai's t.he at teiid;mce>" 

"Ch, there’s from a dozen to twenty. Bad young 
eggs, thou outfit, hoy J wouldn't Ic.'ieh tlieni," 
Henry finished, carne'-tlv, "for a himdrcd dolkirs 
a day.’’ 

Hrtiie scjuared his shoulders. ‘‘Wt'll, T’ll teach 
them," he said, "or die in the attempt.” 

“Oh, 1 gne.ss it ain't (|uiie as bad as that,” Henry 
observed, ('lo.sing one eye and regarding the (eacher 
ihrough the other, which twinkled iiTe])ressiM\-, 
■■3'our life is safe enough, .Sehoo]-teacher, ft ain'i 
so much a c'asc o' d>in’ ;is hein' fuil out o’ doors 
some inornin’ an' the door ioeked on you, with the 
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\vl;n]f herd nf 'fni and sa^siu' ynu 

tlu' window*^ ” 

Till- talk (if the two was inlcrnq'tcd at tin's nio 
mt-nt liy a dtslani liuin of < onviTMi’.toii outsi<ic iltc 
hoU'l. (.']> Kailway Avonm- a mail '•aiiic Icadiiii; a 
Mack horse hitched to one of the livery r!i;s He 
was a very hi;; man, with yreat, Sfiuare. ii!u( shined 
shoiild'.TS, and wrists covercil with liLick hair 

“Neil (Villinywood, the (onst.aMc," e\iil.lined 
II(.-nry, eranint; o'lt of tlv window. '‘Sonieihine. 
has l.roke loose Wtiidi the . rowd.” 

1'he bit; in.an w'.as siieakiiii;, and the sound of his 
voice cfimc across the street in ;i low ruinblc. 

“Me stiys," Henry \ie(,l rc])orled. from licne.alh 
the jiartially raised window sash, "that lh!l Hniii, 
thtil cnizy hrinie'-teadcr. h;ts ehasnl llarrr-,e,ns onl 
of their hiniM- with tni ax. ] Iny Harrison the eld 
est, hoy-- ha.s jusi ('onic into town on hr- heni yony. 
liekcty-tizzle. He s.iy; his inti’s, sttindin' in l!ie 
middle of a sloiiyh, mirin’ the btiby. Hill wall nev' r 
ya, near the w.aler when he lakes them Imsthout.e 
streaks " 

"Why don’t they loi k hini n])'" ‘-aid the tetaiier, 
thrriwing away lii- .letn-bntt ,'ind eenim; u;) to 
look out of the window, "I’nitv <!anyerons man, 
isn't. Ii(\ to letive ;it lart'e like lliai '" 

Von liel he's a (l.-myerotr mtin." Iletiry re]ili('(l, 
as he drew fti' liead in th.e window; "ihat’s why 
they nitnle Neil eiin: table The oilier eiinsl.alile 
was :i .searerl o’ l-!ili. Neil ain't, lliotiyh Neil he’d 
<‘a! oi bill u]i, :i.K tin’ tdl, and holler for more. 
Say, I’m j.;oin’ to hitch np an' fuller Neil's Iniggy 
5 ^ 
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f>ul ll ain't far from 'JAim'tJ, the ijiacc he’s goin’ 
to, and we may sec some fun when he’s aiTCStin’ 
Bill.” 

Tlie teat.her put on his hat. and the two walked 
down to ihi' livery-stable. Jlenry Nicol brought 
t/ut the t(;ani. 

“I’d hki- to j;et a little liead-start,” he said, as 
he snapitfi'l the bri'ast-.straps home, “so’s we won’t 
have it> drive so hast Old Pat here, he don’t stand 
iravelin’ viay gooil. However, that black ’t Neil’s 
got wtin’t gt) very fast , 1 guess. Hook up thon other 
trace. 'I'eacher. Now jump in ” Hcnr>' gathereti 
up the. hne.s and ehmbeii bustlingly to the S])ring- 
sea1. “1 gt)t to go 'round to the Coirunercial for 
jun Do\-er J seen when,- they’d throwed him out, 
as 1 eonu; by lUst now 'I'he flies is settlin’ on him 
something nns'able, they’d have him et before 
niglit 

The horses trotted heavily around to the side 
door of the Toniniern'al iloti'l. Neil Colh’ngwood, 
the puissant const,'ible, still stood by the buggy, 
holding the black horse and kioking a little cross. 

“lie can't gel nolmdy to go out with him to drive 
the hoss eomiug hack," explained a byst.'iudcr to 
Henry. "The young fellow who come in on the 
pony says ol' Bill's got a gnu in his house. J le slung 
the ax an’ knocked young I.lug s eaji oil. I hen he. 
went home for the gun. That’s why Dug come 
away.” 

"Uliat about his ma,” said Henry Nhcol, ‘‘down 
there in the slough holdin’ the baby?” 

■‘Oh, she’ll be all right.” the bystander said 
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'rHK ROAD THAT IMD HOMIC 

"]Av Uic tiint; Hill j^rts l,ho .^un lio’ll fur^i-! ulio ii 
ivns In- was afk-r. Must likcl}’ lie'll shunt v.iincvnr -i 
handiest-'jimh'ly that Harnanlo hey that s wurkin’ 
for him, or elsi; one o' his boss.” 

" 1 liope it ain’t liille Ratty he shoots.” said 1 lenry 
Nice], as he slid oiT tlte seat of the wapon; ‘‘that 
R'nardo ain’t a had head, Peter, as them Eii.t^lish 
bids Koes. He lent me :i ehew o' tobaci'O, the last 
one he liad, that time I had the tumpin’ toothaehe 
up .'it dVim's. You mind the time J eomc n-peltin' 
into tenvn last f;dl to j/et, it drew out, 'most de.'id 
from that ol' roan Ch.arlcydtorse’s baek an' the 
toothache put tOL'eiher.' Give us a hanil with Jim 
here, Pete.” 

They went over to where Jim Dover lay. stiread- 
eai^led, his toes toi'cther in the pr.ass and his heels- 
tunted out. Henry tucked the quart heiltle more 
securely into the hi’p j/nrket from whielt it liad 
nearly worked out, brushed the mo.sf|uiLoe.s from the 
back of Jim Dovir's neck, and hoisted him up by 
tltc shoulders. 

'‘He’s limber like a iellyfish,” said Peter, as 
they hoisted their load .'irduousb’ into (he wap'on 
bo.x, which Henry Nicol had floored with hay from 
the li\'cry-st,.able. 

"Yc-S, he's fiarrlyzed all ripht,” s.aid Henry, as 
he carefully ])us]ied the newly sharpened plow- 
.share away from Jim Dover’s face, ‘'hut wc don’t 
want him a-rubhin’ the lalye otT that sheer with his 
nose, do we, .Seliool-tetieher? Well, so-long, Pete. 
We got to be goin',” 

Henry' climbed into the wagon, caught up tlie 
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ON THE \VA>' TO ISLAY 

IiiH's, lickLxl Haby Alike with the \v]ii]i, and the 
wa^nn nnnblod away tnwanJ ilic eduniry trail 
i‘n-nie Bedford. K"’'!}.-; nut To leaeh his first sehonk 
was jnsl old enoujjh to feel that he was llie heir of 
till the .a.yes. and jnst yotnyr; enr)n<.^h to feel sure lie 
was tt'tnerally reeu;<nized :is such The recent din¬ 
ner, now w(d! and truly di.ucstcd; the Comnierietd 
Hotel ciptir winch he had smoked sucens.sfully, an<l 
the slum]) of which he liad liiruwn tiway even wiih 
rej^ret: the bland atmos]))iere exhalin" from Henry 
Nicol—.all t;cni.al influences seemed to htive com¬ 
bined to make him feci like a king out for a jaunt 
through his ilominions 

His trunk, winch had beeti ])ulled forAvtird under 
the wagon-seat to make room for the catalcjitic 
Jim Dover, eomained. among more nr less useful 
articles of ])ersonal adorntnent, his jirofessional 
books, his di]'loma in an enveioiie, tmd a certain 
grim and juTSutisive teaching utensil known as :i 
rubber stni]) Ernie’s hejid was swollen, or felt ,so, 
with its uthmjiarted erudition; atid in his soul was 
an ;ip;)cliie for aulocraey He blow a hair out of his 
eye and looked b.alofttlly over the hills tow.nrd Islay. 

d'here (aim' from bi'hind the hamtner of a long- 
legged and •■.pltiy hoofer! trot; and the consi.able, in 
his buggy, turned out atid slowly ]»asserl alongside. 

“Makin' good tim(\ Neil,” etillcd lletiry Nicol, 
remarking to tiie teticher ;is the buggy ])assed over 
the hill; "Neil’s got that black of Archie’s footin’ 
it out there faster 'n Ik' ever knew hisself or any other 
horse ever htid to go, ('xce]it to :i prairie fire or britig- 
iti' ti man in to vote.” 




THE ROAD THAT LED HOME 


The colt Mike res]iondc(] wit)] alacrity t<-> a liyht 
drawing of the whi])-lash down his Hank; and the 
big team biroke into a shatnbling tnil. 

“Aw. 'tain’t a hit o’ use, this here." saiii Henry, 
])rescntly, as he jnilled the horses ilnwn tn ;i w.alk 
again, “Can’t kill my team fr the s;ike o' seein' 
ul’ Bill Ihmt gathered in. .Steady. Mikic’ Steady. 
Ijoy! WTy. look! Wdtcrc ’n the thttnder 'n' bkizi's 
is Jim?’’ 

The teacher, followitig Henry Nicol’s glance over 
his shoulder, looked into the wagon-bo.\ behind I; 
w.as cmirty, oxecyit for a few loose wisyis of hay 

“lie’s gone.’’ said Henry Nieol. standing up and 
pieering back along the tnail; “he’s gone, 'an' taken 
the backboard .-in’ that bo.': o’ groc'ries with him. 
an’ half the hay.’’ 

“Is he going to camp somewhere'" suggc.stcd the 
t ea<-her, vaguely. 

“lie’s a-campin’ .somewhere in the middle of the 
trad back there,” said Henry Xico), “with his noo' 
in the dust an’ his nunp in tin' air 'I'he backboard'-; 
'iliook out whili' we was a trot tin' there, tryin’ t" 
eatch Neil, an’ Jim’< rolled out We'll have tt> 
• Irive hack an’ pick him up b'fore someljody runs 
over him an’ squ;ishcs him ’’ 

'I'hey found Jim Dover in jiretty much the atti 
tude described by Henry .Nieol His face w.as cov 
(■red with dust, his bead and shoulders under him. 
in the position of a half turned somersault. 

“Well, Jim,” said lh(' teacher, famiii.arly. wiih 
■what he considered the tactful idea of averting any 
v.Kjirossion oi disyileasure, “Ikiw do you sagtishinte 
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Ilf lifMtau-d. as Jim DovtT did not reply, and side- 
' tep])(;d a little. 

■'That's all ripht, Teaidier," reassured Henry 
\»oI, as he tonk hold of a leit and straightened Jim 
Hover out, "you van sav anything you like lo hint 
nov. Cntne on--let's givt' hnn a hoost in. 'No¬ 
heave' There' lies al fright,’' 

‘■Jim Hovei," stud llettry. as hc‘ took up the lines 
and the leaeluT ttantingly elatnhered u]t be.sidit him 
again on the st)ntig-.seat. "is one o the best, ol 
head-^ aroutid this section of the countre’ But hr 
list to mtt arrants for a liciuor-store when he was 
a young shaver, an’ that was th' niination o' Jim." 

lohti Heannsh st.ood in his doorway, with his right 
forefinger jntshing up his mustache and liis left,thumb 
hookerl under Itfs braces, as 1-lcnry Nicol t tinted in 
at his gate. 

"Put' 'm in the grennery till momin',” he said, 
nneoneeniedly. as he came and looked over the side 
of the wagoinbox A litter was forthwith made out 
of two rails and a horsedtlanket. and ipion^ it Jim 
was conveyed and de])osited with a plojt into a 
N’cllow bin of last season's wheat 

li might well have betm imagined that Jim Dover's 
bronchial rqipK'al, as they prejiared to leave him. 
made the ridge-pole of the granary lift n little. _ He 
celebrated the improvement in his ])Osition witli a 
festive burst of snoring 

‘"N'ou’d ought to gaffle that bottle on him. Jack." 
advised Henry Nicol, as he leaned on the side of the 
bin and took a chew of tobacco. "He’d hammer the 
neck ofT’n it. agen’ thou scantlin’ an’ have another 
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snort, rij<ht away, if it was there in his ijockei wlien 
he come to ’’ 

“V'es. an' spill it in my wheat an’ start the whole 
hin of itrain a-hcatin',” said John He.'imish, as he 
transferred the bottle from Jim Dover’s hi]j iioeket 
to his own. 

“He wouldn't s-jiill now* of it,” said llcnrt’ Xieol, 
lookiti.it a little eo(|uettish!y at the, bottle in its new 
location. "No, sir, he wouldn't mislay a drop 
or Jim''' 

riie.y pass('d (^ut of the .granary, and Jithn Beamish 
bolted the <loor on the outsiile. 

“Hell snore tiway there like a hull gant; o’ 
ihra.shers till about sunu]>,’' saitl Henry Nicol to 
the teacher, as they reluni<‘d to the wat;on; “then 
hell be uji, bright :m’ sassy. a-hamim;rin‘ on the 
door to ^et out to his brones an’ his stubble 
idow ’’ 

John Beamish, with a .sort of ine.Kpresttive com¬ 
pliance with the eanons of jiraine hos]iuahtv, .s/iw 
the two to the w.-i.cmu 

“Is this the new sehoo! teacher, Hank’" he said, 
puslnn.c; lii-; hat b.aek and lurnin” upon Ernie the 
furtive look cif non-aeijuamtanee. 

U'hy, '.'euse me’’’ rxclaimed Henry, who had 
l)ecn abr)ut to t^et, into the wanton, as he took his 
foot oiT the hub of the front wheel and turned 
around. " I never itivf' yous two no knock-down yit, 
did I.’ Make you ’()uamled with Jack Beamish, 
School-teacher. Shake hands.” 

1 he moment these preliminaries were over, John 
Beamish turned .about, made :i kind of mcga]thone of 
SS 




ON TllK WAY TO ISl.AY 

his two liaiids. and slunitcd toward the honsc door, 
‘■AlalMT" 

A lii^uro, aiimnc'd and buxom, tliai li.-id boen 
standin,it in >li'‘ doorway, answi'rerl in a hiitlicr key 
“Wliatehawant, itoh''' ]'m in my bare feet.” 

“Well, yot your stoekin’s an’ boot.s on an’ conn; 
Iiere,” John He.arnisli liawled across tlie yloaminy. 
"I want you t' moot tlic noo scho<il-tcacher.” 

A d.awdljny Txeenty minutes followed. At 1.h(‘<'nd 
of that time there was an eineryence from tlie h<iu.se 
door, a leisurely j'en'yrination down the ])ath, and 
out of the yathenny shadows walki'd a yirl of about 
eiyhi(*en. She held her head a little on oni' side 
and looked at Emic Medford out of the corner of 
her eye It was too dark for Eniic Medford to fonn 
any imiiression e.\ee])t th.at she .seetned euquettishly 
inelined. 

John Meamish’s introduetion wa.s ejiic. '"I'his is 
the new teacher, ,M;ibel.” he .said. ''School-teticher, 
this is my dauyhter Mabel She tlidn't k'arn nothin’ 
from the last teacher, ati' 1 took her fn.im school, 
lie wanletl to marry her ” 

A sudden chortle from Henry Nieol, which he con- 
vt'ftivl into a sneeze, sounded from the wayon-seat 
Miss .Mtibe) Me.amish tossetl her heail, i>ul her chin 
in the air, tmtl, lookiny down the bridye of Ikt tiose, 
.at Medfrird <as he lifted his hat, cliiiiieil her resiionse 
to an aretie. ‘"I)' y’ drio'" 

Later, as the hunyry letnn j<iyycd at .a trot alony 
the fast h.alf-tnif' of the way to the Kemayhan 
ftirm, Henry ,\’icoI drifted into det.ails. 

■■'I'he last te.acher,” he said, ‘‘w.as a 
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This here Malx‘1 Bonmish thinks siie’s tho !m!l thin” 
Ixrmisc her (kid’s n little money nu’ ser\-ed as 
reeve of the mnnieiixdity nlu'^Mt six years ago. She 
ain’t bad-lookin'. Inn ship's ter’lnl enneeity. She 
didn’t care n(^thin’ fnr the Itisi tetieher. She tlon't 
give a continental fur ni'ilxuly livin’ excejit herself 
She takes after j;ick—she’s a chunk out o’ ilic ol' 
log, all right. 

“Well, the last teacher ust to walk home with 
her from school every night. She was that flirty 
he Uiought she meant itusiness i b’lieve she more 
’ll half give hint to uiKlerstand llint she would marry 
him if he’d ast lier Anyway, one night he got hei 
alone, after sehoul, an’ np an' kissed her- -dam' il 
he didn’t. Weil, they was a ter’bai hn]ln})aloo 
I ark took his girl out o’ school an’ they fired the 
teacher. 

“J was Sony for him. He would have went away 
busted, for he’d blown in all his int.iney on things 
for this Mabel article, if 1 hadn’t ’a’ Imit hint ;i ten- 
s])ot. Fine, friendly young galoot, an’ ho sent me 
it back, all right, with five more onto it. 1 think 
his ol’ man’s pretty well olT. Jack didn’t know 
that, or likely he wouldn’t have kicked uj) such a 
dust about tiie teacher kissin' his girl. But most 
tcxi(.hcrs is poor as itows, an’ I sujijiosc Jack never 
thought about it.” 

‘‘Wdiat’s he so anxious to have me Icnow hem for. 
I wonder, thimi'” inciuired Fmie Bedford. 

”Eh?” said ilcnn.-, who had been thinking about 
Ernie’s predecessor ”Oh, tlion’s just a little 
scheme o’ Jack’s, p’r one thing, he wanted to show 
6o 
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you he niennl business rin’ that ho wasn’t goin’ 
to niaiTA' In': Ltirl to no sehool-tcaoher; an' tlion lie 
thought if you St't'ii her first you'd bo nion' took with 
hor---rnr)n' int'n‘.sto<i in licr, like--tlian the rest of 
the sol 10)1,'irN, an' ho would got more oduoatin' out, 
of you foi tlio sanio uiouoy the rest is ])uyin’. Jack's 
long-ho.'idcd A man would have to gc't uji <.'.'irly 
in the morning to got tiltoad of thon J.aok Botimish 
'I’ho light rntlk' ol a buggy camo down from the 
lop of I ho lull ilio wagon was climbing. T'ho tr.'ioos 
.and doubloiroo wore held from rattling by th('down- 
wtird jiul! of the heavy w.agon in which Henry and 
ibo loai-lior sat, and the light bounce and whir of 
the buggy wheels could bo hoard jikainly as it drew 
near 

"I'll bet thon's Noil." said Henry Nicol. in some 
excitement " sir, 'roachoi', it's liini Look- 
;c-. ;i little light spratig up in the (|uie 1 , night 
air. allowing the fai'os of three men. "He’s got. 
aholt >)f ol' bill by the scrulT of his nook with one 

hand an’ a light in' his ]upe with th’ other. Noil’s 

.as strong .as ;i horse, by golly"’ 

d'he light of thi' match, sheltered in front, by the 
constable's big hand, shone out sidewise upon a 
(lueer ol<l face with thin strands of htiir falling over 
the foreheafl, and hat ]uished awry. 'I'he face w,-is 
whiskered like r.ntntiikin, an<i in the gl.are of the 
match two small red eyes went from side to side 
"C'r.azy as a bedbug," said Henry, attentively. 
"I'm trvin’ m think what it is they say oT Rill's 

got Ob’ humstead insanity; that's it. Tde’s 

bached it too lung bv himscif, out there in that 
' 61 





'I’llK ROAD THAT l.l-D llOMK 


spooky ol’ shanty o’ his'n. 1 ain't slinpcrNtiiioiis, 
’’lY'achc'r; hnt if ! was t'vcn inst jiassin’ that plan’ 
o’ Hill’s after dark, I'd rnn like a deer, -so I wmiM. 

. . . Hey. N'eiP (lot th’ ol' m;in safe, eh’’" 

Neil Collinpwood prniited, with the uiienmnuitii 
eativeni’ss that sits so he('oinini;ly on the law iiu’.'ir 
nate, and tlu’ hnpyy Ininpu'd p.’ist into the' niplit 
"He’s put tli.’it yonnp C'.eordii.’ C'oojK’r a ilrivin’ 
the I'uppy for him,’’ said Henry Nieol. "Well, 1 
pness .Mis' Harrison's pi,-id ol’ Hill's pone She 
’ain’t h’en ahle to pet no sleep, niphts, for fear of,'i 
eordwivtd stiek or somethin’ ,'i-eomin’ thronpli tin- 
window onto tin- hai'V. Harrisons li\’e‘. .-iliout ;t 
mile or so this side o’ Hill’s plaee, . . Well, here we 

Teaeher, at la-a. 'I'hou’s 'I'om Kernaphaii 
a-eoniiti’ down to the- stable with the Kantern. 1 
pn<“;s them cows is milked by this time." 

Mr. Thfimas Kernaphan w:is a lonp, (piiet man, 
with an inserutable as])eel fd’ n;irrowed eyes ;md 
black whi-'ker.s. Thi'--, at least, was how the Ian 
tern sliowed him as he lift'-d it to the level of hi'. 
ehe'U ;md eoiked an eyrbrow .'it the tetii'lier. 

"Good evenin’ to yon, 'I'etieher m:m,” he s.-iid, 
afti'r a lonp tind eool survey. He shifted the lantern 
to his left, h.'ind, anti extended the fit her with ;i 
slow movement. Irimie Heilford thouplit, tif a 
bltieksmith's vise as they shook h.'intls 

"Well, th.’ime etnvs is milked. Henry Nieol," said 
Mr. Kern.’tphan to his m:m. :is he letl the teacher 
olT in the direel.inn tif the lamse; "bnl there's 
,a half ;i cord of wood to laick when ye get stij)- 
iwr el." 
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“I'll linslh' a hull run], if you likr,’’ said Ilonry 
Nit'iii. \in!iit'hiay, hi-^ icain, ”'s as tlmn Oaisy 
row i-: imlkrd, She kirkrd I hr ilayliyjils oat o’ 
nir, last ttmr 1 set down to hrr, Tom,” 

'‘W'rll, lu'w 'rrarliri','' sai<l Ml’. Isrmaftlinii, dr 
lilirr.’itrly, as ihry wriit tilotiy tltr itaiji to Ihr hoasr, 
"is It trarliia’ yr'rr lirrr lor, or lo sitark lit' j'irls, 
tikr the last aitui wr. ha<l^ N\; don’t look vcM-y old 
yit ’’ 

“I ani lirrc in I hr intrrrsis nf ])rda}.tnyy,’' sttid 
IM’nit' Itrdford, stiHIy, "and not for nonsrnsr/’ 

“W’rll, 1 ho]ii'yr arr. lioy," saiil Mr, Kri'iiayhi"': 
“llnit's wiiai wr li'rn wtinlin'.’’ 

'I'lirv wrnt int'i tltr Itotisr. 'Mrs. Kmiayhan, a 
litilr sltarp ryi'il woman, dried a liatid from lii’r dish 
washing and r.ivr it to tltr trtirltrr with itiorr of a 
Starr th;m a sithlr Mis;; Jrtinit' Isrrttayhati, wlio 
iiad hrr fitthri's 1 winkle, yavr hint :i little iinii fif 
hrr head atnl it stdr ykinrr fitll of ntisrhirf. jrnttir' 
wn'- altotil liflrett (atoryr Krm.'iyh.’in, who looked 
sharp and (ittarrolsottir, ylttneri! itp in nititinons si 
Irttrr, Whllie Krrnayhan taarrd iti ;i noti'rntinnitl!i! 
way. 

“1 s’posr yr ain't hnnyry ^''said Mr. Kt'mayhan, 
as the trarhrr, liis tnonlli wttirriny itivohtntarily, 
ylancrd toward the siipper-liiblr. “Set di>wn to 
the talilr. annyw.ay, an’ do th’ best yr rati. WTuit- 
rvrr yr don't .see that yr want, jump on th’ missis 
tiboiu it. I y^it to yo an’ irll lirnrv the wood is 
all burked an' I w;ts just fooltti' him, or hr’ll start 
in an' inassacrro live cir six loys briorr he comes iti. 
Ifcnry ahlways likes to htive nothin’ on,his mind 
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Till' KOAI) rilAT I I'D IIOMi: 

WIUM) Ilf tft . (Imvil In 111, Tl!> lll.lt ll.l 

kfpi Itiiii lifitliliv, Ilf :.,iy - *' 

I'lrillf Ml (Itnl'd W|l ilnWH In fllfil )inrk anil |)i»liltnf‘ , 
lint hiMiiilH mill /i|iiii'ni '..iiuf Mr*. Ki'rtiii^ih.Hi 
went nil \Mtli lii r pan uailiiiu', pmit'i-diiii' uiili 
idiiii'i' littlf innvfiiiftii-. mid ni I a, mil.illy tii^ .it 
till' tfai'lliT nlit 1)1 llif I nr III f nl Iml i-Vf Nil 
jfiiiiif 'ill nil an iipliiriifd wniwlfti pad. riu.irdiin; 
lifr lullin' liifnr in iiaivn appi'ai‘.fn)fi!i, hfi > Inn 
prnpiifd in lifr liandN Ma.ii r lifury.f Ki niamhan 
ifiiiifil nil llif windnw’'all. diKp.nip, hi'f iar K kinn 
inin ii wiili vii'inii'i Iiiilf siali',, atul imt Innkiiiy at iIh 
I fai'lii'i'ai all, Ma-P t William i iillfniiiiniifil in a.in- 
"llavf ynii fVfi lanKlii I'ffnif' ' Mih Kfrii.n’.liaii 
iliriist ai Iw'iim Mi'dfnrd, prf.fiiily 
"'t'liis i', my lir';l ‘.ilmnl," Mrnif aii'.w'iTfd, Ifi* 
IfHm; a la;.' nil and p.iHlliM llif di li nl ’.ifW’fd .ipf 
ml:, inwat'l liiin 'I'lif sliarp fdy.f wa?' lapidlv 
mniiny, niT Ida appfiilf. 

“Wfll. nnw’“ Ml"., Kfi-nanlian 'anlTi'd a- '.!m 
wnmv; "in In-r dnili, "So ymi'rf ^nmy, m Inarn nn 
iny ftiildrfi', fid" 

Mnii'' yjaiirfd at Imr with a liiilf '.tart, dropping; 
his hi',' nil 

"Dniri vf mind ilu* mi- is,” ai-I Mr Kfriiayhati, 
caiiitiy in if lias mnnifiil with llftiry Nicnl, "lliiTf ". 
nn ;.aiisfyin’ h'-i ” 

MiYi. K(Tna^!lan mnifd amniid briskly, pniminn 
hfr Ilnj'iT into Mr. KfrnaKhanV. Iniiy;, inipfi tiirlKiblf 
lacf, 

‘‘Voii’rf .1 Iruslcf." shf rapped nni. shrilly, 
"then why—" 
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"«(cnrj^c, «iii(l ^!^ Ki MiiMi'nly, Ihh 

Vity '• iHtii' hi'ft- {*» IHr " 

• iIm'W }f1< Mtili'lildili' *»IM fit llli» W'HKinW 

*‘)t! ‘.Iintl’ f)C vilHf jM»» 

VI' IiIk* iltHt! wiftiliiu, fmjmfi'il 

Ml lsi'fH<t('hiift, nil ii Idi'if, M'fKnj,' H oi 

»fii' inMiif hihiinl loin, li'iihiii^' liiruiinl 4 
Uf'ti III* Mil liti kifii" 

( ('((Ijtft Innlii'd j|! IH' hiMll't. “MiivIh','' lir 
itiMiVi-il IKIn IKlfilldi'ltn* liV l!ll' »=l*!ilmf »'V||)n^?!|i)1» 
on !n'+ ijni'*'i!oni‘r‘‘ i.im* 

"Tltiii ' ^'K«l Mt Ki'mnv'Jinn, inking lilm nttiflly 
hv i!n' loll.'ir .’fill! i|i;iwini' Inin fiifo n oiif kmn*, 
"iniiylw’yi'1! Iiki* wfuii I'm i-oln* fo^*H’i’yi*foi «'»inin‘ 
Iff' w'inilovv, loo Jinny, haiiil ini* ovi'r ilion Iniiiii* 
•ifaji" 

' I )on‘f yon yo potimliny mv Imy* 'ati'mniil Mr^ 
Ivi rnnylmn, throw my ilow n Inn i loth nnd oonhny 
ai fo-.* fill* room 

■ I II invo vf •otiif for yonro lf in n irhnuti'," ^m»I 
Mr Kinniiyham yrmnirii'lv. m In* plnil tin* Iniim* 
•ir.'iji to tlm time «.f rioKfi'i*'. yi'II". mnl •ajummny, 

"Now ilirii, <!i»oryo ' III* *kai«|, lin.jllv, ji > fin* 
•on, n Ion or I fiopfo'rl nlHin? In'ion’ htin in u how! 
iny I in lo Iwiih hrind jinviil ovor tin* toivnlity of 
till* iiiaf*. ‘'yo Irnk an' i iii tin- window' it v'» liko 
It ‘mavln*' An’ I'll yiv'o y- no mom than !h' 
hall oi a miimii' !<> ‘lop ih' runi|iu , om Th«* hall 
ol a niinnii', mind"’ 

Cfi oryM lilt idl'd, ynljiiny, and l»linkint». and 
• tanijii'd "Ilf idr- M.'i' tor Williatn followiil, ^farinJ; 
(a rondolimii' 

fo, 
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“Missis,” said Mr. Korna^han, as he hun^ ii]) 
llic straji, “y'Hi go easy with iIk-hi pans, ’r you'll lx; 
tile next,” 

Henry Nieol had joined Ernie Ledford at the t.-iLle 
“'I’his pork goes good,” he liad remarked, uneon 
eeniedly. not, even looking around dunng the < or 
reetion of Ma.ster (m-orge, "It don't hardly seem 
even ofT the same ]iig as whal I el this mornin’. 

I low you eoinin’ up'” 

“You let your hired lielj) loaf around town ail 
day'” snapped Mrs Kernaghan, seotinng the 
straincr-iiail, "an’ you Lnng half leaked hoys out 
here to jday .at, leaehing 

“'I'ut, tut!” said Mr. K-Tuaghan, his pipe in the 
side of his mouth, eutting Lf>haei o into his jj.alni 
"Do ye smoke, d'eai hei'”' 

Mrs Kernaghan jiaused for the rm-.wer, 

“A little,” said Ifrnie l-iediord, imshing haf k his 
(diair and I'ea'liing into hi jio. kei lor his jape 
“'rhere'” s.-iid Mi- Keruaehaii, thiownigout her 
hand ‘‘'I'here, then. Tom’ \’ou he.ar that' He 
Miioke*;' A te;ieher' .huiokc 

“N’e'ie right, he smoke', ’ '..'u'd .Mr Kenmghan, 
wrinkling the whole -ule ol his whiskered fare m a 
wink at I'.rnie, who ;-ai m a hoyi'-.hly emharras'ed 
^^'a}s h.alf douhttu! wlinher Ui put his pipe hai k m 
lii' poi kei or not, ' hut thai 'll not hurt him )or 
edueaim', will it, Si hool iisai her'' How would y 
like to have the missis fora Inisiee' I lens take ih' 
full o’ v’r pipe out of this.” Mr Kernaghan tossed 
into the young man’s lap the enil of the jdug from 
whieh he had eiu Ins own pipeful 





ON TIIIC \VA^' TO ISLAY 

Ernio, carefully a vert ini; liis fare from Ain; 
Keniaj;lian''-, (Titieal ylarc, UlU'd hi;. Iiead flown till 
I lie wisj I of liaira - >1) hi' '.ealp sioofi u]) iiej-iieiidicularl^, 
ami refily em Imni the lohai i fi-]>Iu^ erioui;li to lill 
the newly Maekeiiefl pijie Muck :tl ;m awkward angle 
in one corner of hia ntoulli. 





vn 


n.\ A'l' liriMi-: 

L rrTLl'2 Mrs witli her u’iry, lioudi 

sliouliicrs .'ind slinll friuli-Inidniy., )ii'o\-(-d 1o In- 
one ril' those noisy lii'ii -ittiiTow hoineninkers who stiy 
:i lot more ihnri they iitemt, loi 1‘hiiie liedford iiad 
never, even :it home, slejjl itt ;i lied more eomfort 
able tlum tlie one the ma-ie n;) lor hitit tn the newly 
seniijhf ri and airy itjujer rootn of tlm KeniatjlRui 
fantvhotit.e 


iii; arose from if tie.\t mornttitt with a Jerk of Im. 
shonldeT's, a slretehtti}' overhead of Iiis stroll}' youni.’. 



barefoot across ihe room to the 1 ilue-floweied Itasin 
and ju}^ of cool laiti watei, ami was jtresently 
:.tno])ed and sjilashinjt in the center of ati acineous 
mist like that of a si)a.niel sliakiti}; itt.elf after a 

'Hie .smell of witi Inhtize] from the soajj-eake lyitiy 
wet in its dish peiwadeti the room as thc‘ teac.'her, a 
moment later, moved to the window, dryinjt liim 
self briskly will) the red-frinjted towel, and Inokasl 
out niion his hhie-and-yreen first Sunday in Islay 



CLARA MORTON AT llOiML 


Willi his fiTst^ glance at, the sweet scope 
of grove .'ind hillock he fell jiensive, Inil not from con¬ 
templation of the linds and hnttercnjxs of May. In 
his memory liohlicd ii]) a lit,tie face, the eyes brown 
and mothorly, the nose crossed at the bridge with 
ilainty ])in points of freckles that aceenlualed the 
deaniess of the skin. W’hicli of the houses, nestling 
dist.'int and white in tin; bits of woodland along the. 
liorix.on rim. held the little lady of the bnckboarfl? 
Had she dre.amed of him, as he had dreamed all 
night of her? 

Henry .N'icol, slatuling .alongsidi' old Pat, straighl- 
cni'd n](, stn'iijiing the horseh.air from his cutTyt'ornb, 
as lirme Pjcdford a])])eared in ihe tloorw.-iy of the 
Kcniaghan stable. 

“Well. School-teacher,’’ he said, pushing his hat 
back .and coming out of the stall with the wombat 
whiskers bulging genially at the corners of his 
month, “w.as you iiit, much last night?’’ 

“Hit'''' Itrnic stared, then grinned. “(>h no, 
nothing liki- that 

“1 guess they 'ain’t .got to know you y<‘t.’’ ob- 
.setwed Ilenf)’. as he l;tid the horse-brush .atid curry¬ 
comb in a little box of bottles ;md buckles .and 
horsy odds ;ind ends; “they’re kind of sliy with 
strangers '' 

“N’ou’d be shy of breakfast," said Ernie, silting 
down on the feed-box, “if Mrs. Kernaghati was to 
he:ir you t,-liking al.'ont hei nice cle.'in bed th.'it w;iy.’’ 

“ I ktiow what you’re goin’ to ast me .'ibout,” con¬ 
tinued Henry, irrelevatilly, “just .as well .'is if yon’<] 
hollered your c|ucstioti ;il me when you was only 

«. (UJ 



IIIK ROAD rilA'r LKD lloMK 


linlf-wriV' (Inu'ii t<i the slaMc, like vti w.intcd in 
d'l. (’miu' mi tij. Id ili.il liii^h I'nniji <<i i-r'-imd In- 
liind llir milk limi't.', linn, niul I'll simw ymi wIutc 
shn livr‘, 

Rniit' avoidnil llu‘ dcmiin'' ”ray fyc that sm.i^ht 
Ills as he ariiM- fimii the 1 m,\ and |,,11,lucd Henry 
Nic'il 11], I he hill 

“Why didn't you yet 'I'mn, up tln-re in the siied, 
tij shiiw \ mm" (juened I lenry, as they ),aused 1 ,Hiind 
! hi' niilk-h'>use, surve\ inp ilie t' ai hei l w mklm/.h' and 
drawmp a hry simliurnt hand ik.v.u lir^ whi'-ker., 
“instead Ilf emiunp all the \>.a\' dmin to the siahl'- 
in nie' \,,u thoup.llt he'd llkeK’ '-av S'linelhin' 
ahout sjiarkin’ the pirK, di«ln't vmH Rli, Pehnnl 
leachem" 

“Mavhe yflu know what ynu’re talkini; ahout," 
.aid Rrnie. o-dlv. “i dmi't. i\’ow whafs thi'- you 
were ynhip in Hmw m. 

“I was .a i',,iu' tn show you th.at hen hawk m'er 
there," said Henry Nir,,l, pomtini; with a Inny arm 
• md extended, kuo'ty i.irefmyer m a 'oarmp dot 
.ihoye a poplar-ero', e in llie r.nuthuard “It': 
huntin' fnt elm k.-ais, like ynu are There's one 
lUst helnw It, wilin' you see that elmnley and ronf 
.at the edi'e ,,1 the nre,!, Are yr,u pilin' over tJiere 
now, nr i.ati \ nu wrnt nU afti r 1 >re.ikfa'.l 

d'he tinil from 'I'mu Kern.ayh.an'', jilaee tn tlie f.ann 
ol Adtnn Mnrtnii. Inward wlm h lertiie Immd lnm:>elf 
Irndi'inp hriskly an hmir .anil a half later, led past 
1,he stony (|uaiter sertinu where Adtnn httfl home 
steaded when he first, e.anie West, (at whieh time, as 
he was wonl lo point out in extenuation of his had 




CLARA MOR'I'ON A'L I-IUMI- 

dioicc Ilf laniJ, lie luinll}' ‘‘knew :i plnw from a liar 
row”). 

Bell ire he lieeaine a farmer Aiiam Alnrfoii had 
lieen a lnenmniive eiij^'iieer, and ii was a railway 
aieideni, uhieh had sobered and saddened the biri 
man Inf life, that had been the eans'- of the elianj,^e 
in voealion. On the slony farm he had labored with 
lit lie result, until a more alert nei.yhbor had reminded 
him of the huinesleaik'r’s jire-eni])!ion tirimley,!; and 
had hel])ed him to ehiinse a i)re-em]>Iion that was 
fertile, elear of stones, and m-arly all arable. With 
the new fanit, and the lime kiln whieh he h.ad built 
on the old stony ijuarter taiiother su,yye,stion of the 
shrewd and kindl}' neighbor’s), Adam had ini])ro\’ed 
his ]irospeets eimsiderably, and w;ts now, in fael, 
‘‘doiny well”- ]>erh;iiis not so well ;is faniien like 
the ealeulatiti.r. and rigidly thrifty John Be.amish, 
but at .any rate jitiyintrhis way, v.ith a minlest sui- 
plus e.ai'h ball to add to his hard won bank aeefiunl 

'Pile kiln w.as dup in the slo]ie of a steep little 
knoll ili.at fai ed the trail, and Lruie, ajipT'otiehinji 
alomt the slou\ wheel rut. s.aw ,a bmad lis'.uie sit tinp 
eontemplat ively at the edi’.e o| the ]iitful of burnt 
stone, redueinj,'. a shaly lump here and there to 
powder with .absent kiioeks of one dane|ine boot- 
heel 

“Cioofl d.ay,” said the leaeher, ]i,ausin,it in the mid 
die of t,he road, opposite the hilloek. 'Phere w.as no 
response, not maai .a ylaiiee, and I'iruie Beflford, 
w.armed by tli.al ipiielc sense of \a'v.atiiin th;it comes 
when a yood-humored preeliny is received wilhoul 
a sii;n of aeknowledymenl, turned briskly' out of the 
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(nii), a wiillh I'f nld wcrily and 

kc])l (in until lie wa*; riyht licliind a pan' df vast 
shoulders, htihited in the (lean shirt of Sunday 
inornin.y, still presented P' lu'm iti solid itniuolohty 
"(iooil uiornini; to you, sir." he siiid ayain, then, 
with soiui' eniTiIiasis I, ike aseetion of wall the ‘yreat 

shoulders le.ined back; the feet drew iiji out ol the 
pit, and with ;i movement of rjuiet, smooth ereetiou 
Adtim Morton rose to his feet 

lie towered above I'irme a yood live inches, his 
lines of chest and sliouider remindmy the youny 
man ol a jiieture lie h;i(i seen in .-m illustrated article 
about a eerttnn Duropetm wrest liny chain] lioii prouii 
ncnt in sjiortuiy anmils a few vears before Adam 
.Morton was a liyhl eater mid lianl uojker, and there 
was so little of the bulk of middle aye about his 
w.aist reeioii that Hrnie, ' lariiiy bov like at tlie bp; 
limbs before he raised he, yl.-nn e to the lie.'id. re 
eei\-e(l ;i seiiiatiou tluit Was almost a shock, ris his 
e\'es, ira\(liny uiiwtird, retuheii tlie deep yra\'en 
furrow, of the faeis 

‘'Well, bo\ s;iid .Ad.'im Morom lbs ylanee was 
steady .'iiid sober, his eve holdiny a sti.-uiye, dis 
eoneei'tiny yle.'im as of ;ni unri;iened and inieon 
eluded soliloijiiy ho\'eriny nist bevoiid reach ol e\ 

"I am the new teacher," said Krnie, a little ill at 
ease, bill slawiny his hands into his troii-.ei,, jioekets 
and ■■.(lu.aiim; his feet apait with yomu; m.an 'Avayyei 
"I belii ve you," Miid the bn; man, rumbimi’.lv 
lie (hew on! his wat ell, t h ru ,1 it ini o his j mk Imt, an'I 
niotioiieil with Ills hand tow.ard the trail 
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11)) lu the iiHiiM',” he said. “i’]l he there 
ill a lew ininiiti's. I want to talk !<' ynu." 

'i'he iMoj-tuii lioirse was a hmiiely white striietiirr, 
st.'iiidiiie oil a sliylit rise n| ^nmnil. Its site was an 
iaiet of y.rass, ]MTlia]is an acre in extent, tu the edites 
of whieli the };reen tropjied held;, eaine sf|narely. 
Heyoiid it, outlined vividly a.uain;,t tiie foliaj^e of tlie. 
po])l;ir yro\-e tliat sheltered all, wire a loni; franii; 
stahle, a small ytranarj', and a inilk-hoiisc hiiill of 
praii'ie stone. 

A j;reat hlaek doy, risiny silently from the t.nft 
of yray woianwood where he had Leen S(|natted, 
w.aited till I'h-nie reached the edy.e of the yrassy .site, 
then trotted slowly to meet him. That youny ni.an, 
f'liserviny no I,ail wayyiny noi- .any siyn of hosjiit.ality, 
stop]ied dnhioiisly, tin- ]lerspiration laimnuaiciny to 
oo/.e yently into \aew on his forehead. 

“Here, Rover'" said ;i voice from the divirway. 
'I’here w.aas .a familiar note alunit the laiiee that made 
Ihahe liedford ylad he had not been allowed time 
to follow a hastily fonniny impnlsi' to elinib the 
clothes-line post on his riyht. It was wa'th a vast 
sense of relief that he saw Rover, .after eastiny toward 
him.an almost jiiteons yl.anee of yearniny. yntdyinyly 
lesnine his position in the center of the jiateh of 
w'l nan war id. 

“W'ell. Mr. Redford,” stiid Cl.ara Morton, “yon 
found ns. did yoiC” 

“Yes, I’m here," s.aid Tuahe, Iryiny hard, as thiar 
eyes met, to im.ayini' that there was .somethiny more 
th.an formal wa-leome in the yreetiny. of this round 
necked yonny Hebe w'ith her sweet .Sunday-morniny 
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fiK'c. iical print waist, Min* wnrk aj>rnn, and liaii 
ijatluavd in a lia.sty Inii 'intnntcly lirnnminy liraiil 
tliat lay nvrr nnc tinsildiT, uliri'f it liad fallen as 
she stni ipi'd to ji.'it Rover inio Ihmicvi ilrnt neutrality 
"I eanlea^Tos^, liej’e on yonr faiiiei's invitation," 
stiid tile teailier, followiiu; her, liai in liaml, as ^}|e 
los'.cd till' hr.aid of hair Imck into pluee ;ind K-d the 
\\'ay indoors. 

" Inatlier'.s'' t th yes, yon e.anie pai-t. tin' linn- 
kiln, liidn'i von ' \hiihi r'" 

('l.ira Moi t on sent tip i Ins • ;dl fiom the foot of ihe 
narrow lann house 'lair with a kind o| eoaMiiy in 
sisteine. Ernie, takiny the i h.iir the yirl had iiiilleh 
iorward. look'ed aromid the .Morton iiviny romn \mi!i 
interest, 'rhe finnitiire, faded 1 ly \o;ns of n-'aee, 
its niiholsiery ]ia1ehed and wotii, was niade n]> ot 

<if another (le'-ie.n, a hnlh • linished dith’’ent!',• from 
either. 'I'ht' ]ii>lnre'. ahont tlle '-ooni were the o| 
dinary tlw.ip .-md loiwoutiona! print;-, wiih a <0111 
fortahle v\iilih ol eilt ti.-iine, wintd hv liaiinr tom 
t'lnnoniary .'alendar troni K ,M. ij-ed’', I'loneet 
Store ,-,n.i Mattla-w Rodeers's One I'li. e Home 
Over thet'o. k 'll.'If. with it';'..'veral hooks and two 
01 three siilT j.o'-tnred phot. leraplr , Iniey a ptOnre 
of .1 liie-iinMiiw intili-r Inll pK-'iin' o| 'U'.nii. on 
tile ■ tep ot it a snifK ked and oily \’onni' yiaiit whom 
in the lead liiili dinieiilty in reeoj<niy.iny as t lie Adam 
Morton of prrhaiis a score of yeart' ayo. 

Alony one rid'- of ilu' room a tahli-. covered wiih 
whitt' oiliioih. was ' pread for dinner, and the 
teiieher, tnrnin.y a ylanee which he itiove in vain 
7-t 
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lo mnk(’ ('asn.'il npiui the poosclicny pn'sm’o. tlio 
lio), liisciiils. ih(‘ yi How htPtrr fresh from ihc milk 
hoiisr, anil the .sjiai'cs left for yet more savory thiiij^s 
whose seetil e.ame from the oven ;mi| lieartli, (piiekly 
liiseovereil tli;il, in spiti- of his rn'i'iit liretiklasl. at. 
tile l\ern:iph;m lann, his wtillc had j’jven him .an 
.appetite worth at least .a Ihonstmd doll.ars, on ;i 
dys])ept i<’’s \',alniation. 

C'l.ar.a, .after sendmr, her e,all ipt-stairs, threw Fniie 
.a dejire.Mtory little smile uhieh told him mneh. 
Without liemp eon* eii.ns of ;iny aetn:d jiroeess of 
re.'isonim', he knew inst met i\'el\- th.'il iheie w;is ten 
sion in thi*-. hou*;ehold; and it was with eonsidei'.ahle 
enriosity that, .’r- the dani'hier went ..ver to the st,o\'<‘ 
to tend the li.aeon whieh is the jif.iirie larttier’s 
st.-iple, hi' tiirne*! hi'-, eye", tou.-ird the l.ottotn Ititid 
itti; of the sttiirway ;md aw.'iitcd the tippvtir.'itiei' of 
Mrs. Adatn Morton. 

Oint'' .'I little litne el.ap'ted hefore the diseord.'itit 
ere.'ddtii; of the sti'ps l.ehind the ii.-irt it iott told of 
•sime one de*,eetidnit’,. I’tesenily ;t womat! step]ied 
out oti the Itindttiy, pamti'd lheie;i moment, looking 
str.'iii'ht lielore hei ;ii noliod\’ iti p:irtiniikir. then 

e. ime d.iuii the Ietn;iitnm', two ste]>s 

.She w.'is tall, lis'iome, ;md l:mi'.tiid 'I'hottj'.h 
arontid I hirl\'‘.i\, she looked like ,an elder sister of 
the yonti'.', tatl tnniitie I .aeon at the tttove. 'The few 

f. 'iitit ime*'. that t.otnet.inii-'., at thi' etui o| a d;iy, were 
vi'.ilile ;ironnd her eves had l.een smoothed otil liy 
a sleep piotraeted until jia'a niiddtiy, and now her 
f.'iee showed fresh, delie.-itely Unshed, :ind smooth. 

Ilrown eyes, slowditidetl. with a eerltiin hahitually 
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5^1 VC the hail he had intended, but, ca.st the totvcl 
doAm carelessly, thrust his finyers throngh liis iron- 
gray hair, and took his place at the taV>lc. his cIIaoavs 
squared on either side of his plate, his big shoulders 
draATO up. and his eyes fixed doAAaiAvard in a kind of 
odd, gloomy soliloquy, AA'hile he AA-aited for the 
others to come. 

Ernie, liis chair commanding a A-iew of the stable 
p.ath, saAA- Ashton, Avith a kind of ti'asing Iniinacily, 
mung to make talk Avith a great, glowering boy who 
AA-alkcd unsociably a step ahead. 

Adam Iriorton’s strength and Louise Itlorton’s 
grace had giA-en this Itoy lines like a puma; but the 
union of tlu-ir mental characteristics had resulted in 
a less faA-orablc blend. DaAm was silent and surly, 
his eyes ahA-.-iys holding a cold suspicion anrl chal¬ 
lenge. Ernie recollected Henry Nici.d's d('scri])tion, 
giA-en during a discussion that morning at the Ker- 
naghan brcakfast-talilc: “He allays looks, D.ave 
does, as if he teas a-itchin’ to ^taste you one. just 
for hcllerA’. Sjieak lo him fair. School-teacher, if 
you don’t Avant to come homy from Islay school- 
house some d.ay in the docti'r's rig.” 

Regarding Dae^e up and doAvn. as the boy ap- 
]-)rnached the hou.se, it occurrcil to Entic, in a itrdf- 
intuitiA-c flash, that pcrltaps right here l:iy both the 
cause and the po.ssible solution of the disciplinaty 
iwoblcms presented by the school at which young 
Morton AA-as a ]tupil. A youth AA-ith a build like that 
would undoubtedly be the athletic champion of the 
school ])layirig-ground; and this, added to his 
quality of cold and scomful aggressiveness, set it 
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almost licyond a doubt tlial. he was the natural 
leader of Islay’s lioys. 

The one who could “handle” Dave Morton would 
have no trouble iii toachin.<i Islay school. There 
was no douljt he was the bell ram of the flock. 

Although Enn’e Bedford had. as most naturally 
intro.spcctivi' and obscr\-ant folk do. matured in ad¬ 
vance of his ago in knowledge .^f human nature, and 
was aware that an attitude of genial abandon will 
generally break' up the worst ease of surlinass in 
another, still, there was enough of bo\nsh “ginger” 
in him to make him meet young Morton’s coldly 
curious, challenging look with an involuntary flash 
of aggrcssivcne,ss in his own eye, as the boy entered 
the fann-house door. 

“This is the new teacher. Dave.” said Clara Mor¬ 
ton. “Air. Bedford, this is Dave, my brother.” 

Ernie got tip from his chair, smiling vflth that 
good-humored. s]iontaneous knitting of his eye- 
comers .and arching of his brows that had already 
made Henry Nicol, Mr. Kemaghan, and Adam 
Morton—although the last named had as yet given 
no outward sign of it—“take” to him. The in- 
Iractablc wis]) of hair standing up on his scalp made 
Clara Morton, standing in an odd little motherly 
contemplative attitude, with her head on one side 
and her hand at her cheek, want to stc]3 up and 
smooth it. 

Walking over till he was in front of the boy, 
Ernie extended his hand, still smiling, although there 
had come something of a glint into his eyes as he 
crossed glances at close range with his future pupil. 
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Dave Morto7i looked from the teacher to the 
outrcached hand. “Good day,” he said, coldly, 
without taking it, turning away to scat himsoll at 
tlic table. 

“Shake!” said Ernie, in a voice that, while bri.sk 
and good-huinorod, had a note of command in it 
like tlic snap of a whi]?. 

The quick half-order taking Itim by sur]irise, 
young Morton yielded his cold, strong hand into 
the other’s gra.sp. Ernie squeezed it. with .a 7nus 
culnr impressiveness and shook it, hand and arm 
remaining, during this function, as solid and straight 
as an iron ])um])-handle. 

“Come, mother,” Clara Morton said, as she set 
the meat on the straw mat in front of her father. 

Mrs. Adam, glancing up with a distattt expression, 
.slowly laid aside her book, crossed the room, and 
laid her hand on the back of a chair with a cu.shioncd 
scat, to draw' it up to the table. 

“Ah—allow me.” The voice w.as that of Ashton, 
the Englishman, w'hosc big, trim figttre made the 
smock and overalls he now wore look as though they 
had been specially tailored. With the grace and 
.smoothness of one who h:ts sjtent all the conscious 
years of a life close on half a centmy long making 
him.sclf agreeable to ladies white, brown, and black, 
all over the globe, he lifted and swung into place 
the heavy chair, with its high back and faded up¬ 
holstered scat; contri\ing that his head, with its 
straight, clean contour of brow' and nose, and its 
dark, curly hair touched with gray, should bob well 
into Louise Morton’s view as she took her place. 
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^Irs. Adam Morton acknowledged tin's act of 
courtesy' with tlie lirst smile Ernie Bedford had seeti 
cross her face since he entered the fann-house—a 
srnilc accom^ianied by a little tuni of the head, a 
lift of the chin, and a slow raising and lowering of the 
lashes—a smile whicli brought old, long-unexercised 
channs and sweetnesses into new play. 

No one noticed it except Enhe; although Mrs. 
Adam, with her manner of weary scorn toward, the 
tnembers of her own family, took little pains at 
concealment. 

As for Ashton, the recipient of the glance, he sat 
down in the chair cornering Mrs. Morton’s at the 
end of the table and commenced a conversation 
which at first he made general, drawing in Eniie and 
Clara and occasionally the preoccupied big man at 
the head of tlie table, 1.)ut soon managed adroitly 
to convert into an unconstrained and interesting 
little special conversation with Morton’s wife. 

The table gradually emptied. On this farm one 
got u]; from the table when through eating, and did 
not wait for the rest. Dave was the first to push 
back liis chair, stick his hat on his head, and walk 
off toward the, for him, most interesting comer of 
the fann—the shed where the new gasolene-engine 
rested in potential power on its timber base. Clara 
arose next, filling the big granite teakettle with 
water and setting it on the stove to heat for the dish¬ 
washing. Adam, waiting till the tc.achcr had drained 
his teacu}), arose; creakingly from his chair, and said: 

“Put on your hat and come do^m to the granary. 

I want to talk to you.” 
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Ernie, a little curious as to what this pjcat, taci¬ 
turn man would say when he did actually talk- 
monosyllables and isolated sentences beiTig all the 
teacher liad heard hitn utter, so far—took the hat 
that Clara brought from its hook and handi.'d to him 
with her sweet, old-fashioned hostess-like smile, and 
followed the fanner down to the granar^''. 

Adam lilorton clicked his pipe into his mouth and 
sat down on a tied Ijag of wheat, emting tobacco 
slowly into his palm. 

“Smoke?” he saiti, tossing over the tobacco-]dug 
and eying Eniie in his steady, disconcerting way 
as the j’oung man filled and lighted his pipe. 
“Ever teach before, boy?” he said, presently. 

“Fir.st school, litis," Ernie rejtlied, meeting brevity 
with brevity. 

Adam Alorton smoked on for a moment in silence. 
Then he said, shiTting his pipe to the side of his 
mouth and speaking, as it were, along the stem 
of it; 

“Now, look here. School-teacher. The school in 
this district has a hard name. People 'round here 
claims mypson is the one who makes the trouble. 
Maybe thal'-ti so; maylx; not. I want you to take 
that boy-in hand. I liked the way j'ou met him, up 
at the !;ousc yomler; and I think you can handle 
him. The teachers that were here before you tric*d 
to make a fool of him—shame him into studying, as 
they called it. 1 don’t think, though”—Adam Mor¬ 
ion smiled grimly and a little unideasantly—“that 
they made half as big a fool of him as he did of them, 
before he was through with them. Not that I’d 
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liavc ulijectcd to this sliamin’ husincss if it had 
wfirked. Ihn it didn't; and ] could have told them 
ii VL'ouldn’l, hefoTC they tried it on, 

“They’ve made such a mess of my ho^-’s educa¬ 
tion, so fur. tliat 1 made up my mind, when tlie last 
teacher left, that Td sec the next man myself and 
yivc him a word or two in advance. 1 asked Idarry 
Nicol, when he was going in after you, if you wottld 
he boarding at Kemaghan's. so T’d Icnow where to 
fin<l you; and if you hadn’t come over here to-day, 
1 would have gone over to 'Pom’s and seen you there. 
That’s what I was thinkin’ about, over yonder at the 
kid’, when you come alnng--what .I’d say to you. T 
ain’t a ttilkin' man, not since—since’’—Adam Mor¬ 
ton's voice died iit his throat, his eyes widened, lii.s 
checks went gray, and tiny drops, cold as newly dis- 
.solvcd frost atoms, s])rang out between the dcc]t- 
plowed lines on his forehead--“not since 1 quit the 
railroadin’; and if T want to say anything—I mean 
fetch out an argument or anything like that—I’ve 
got to get it ready in advance, like a man ])rcparin’ 
a speech.’’ 

Eniic looked at the big, momcmarily drooping 
shoulders, and the magnetic current of his ready 
young-man sympathy swung the nccdlc-])oint oi his 
attitude toward silent, dotir Adam Morton to an 
opjiosilc and wanner jiolc. 

“I knoAv what you mean, sir,’’ he said (he could 
not help adding the “sir” in a kind of man-soldierly 
salute to this giant, grayed and dignified by grief); 
“your boy’s good at heart, but he’s been misunder¬ 
stood.” , 
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Adam Morton jmt up his hand. “Wait,” lie said; 
“don’t bust in on me till I'm through. I want to 
gel this thing straight, and you’ll only mix me u]). 
Now, yon boy's no dunderhead. He’s keen to 
learn, and I’m keen to have hitn learn. Rut you've 
got to make a friend of Ihm. Dave he ean’t be 
drove, nor yet led, no way, if he don’t take to you. 
Well, here’s the ])oint I was eomin’ to; before you 
can make a friend of that boy, there’s one thing 
you’ve got to do.” 

Adam paused. He pressed the tobacco in his 
pipe-bowl down with his thumb and ]>ufTcd away 
for a moment or two; tlum, with a startling sudden¬ 
ness. swung around, brought his hand down on Kmie 
Bedford’s shoulder with such force as to jar cveiy' 
joint in that j'oung man’s body, and jerked out. 
thrusting his face close; 

“Can you fight 

Ernie Bedford was frankly taken aback. In a 
moment, however, the muscles of his jaw tensed and 
he threw up his chin, his Ijrown eyes glowing. 

“I guess 1 e.an,” he said, Icvclly; “you’re ]trctty 
big, but--” 

Adam Alorton’s face slowly relaxed. He took his 
hand off the t(;acher’s shoulder, his smile broadening, 
as he eyed the expression on Emic’s face, until it 
boiled over in deep, qticcr laughter, ending in an 
abrupt return to soberness, 

“No, my boy,” he said; “it ain’t you and T that’s 
got to fight. \\Tiat I was meaning is this: you may 
think it’s an odd thing for a father to say, but I 
know my son better than any one else does; you’ve 
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.i;oL t-o lighi our JJave, and yuu'vu gul to link him, 
loo, licfnrc you can make n friend of liim.” 

Adam slrclclicd out liis fool aini knocked the ashes 
out, of his piiK’-bowl on llie edj'c of tlie granary step. 

“You’re a pretty husky lad,” he continued, “but— 
I’m not braggin’ about ni}'^ !ioy, I’m just saying tliis 
you ready—youh'c got some job ahead of 
you to come out l:>cst in a tussle with JDave, He’s as 
strong res an ox, and he’s a stubborn fighter—^wun’t 
give in as long as lie can wag a finger. But wliateycr 
you do, keep this in your memory-box: if you get 
into a mix-u]) with In'm—aJid you will, for I can sec 
you’re a lad that won’t lake no back-talk—lick him. 
Lick him! If 3 ’ou don’t he’ll make your life a misery 
to you and you’il have to quit Islay, the same as tlic 
rest of 'cm did; and there will be ijcrhajis the last 
good chance gone for my boy to get some schooling, 
lie’s iiearly sixteen, an’ he’s only in the third book- 
think of that. 

“Well”—the fanner rose toweringly and dropped 
his itipe into his pocket—“that’s all 1 wanted to tell 
you. Go back to the house now, if you like, and 
talk to the little girl. I think she. kind of likes you. 
'S'ou wouldn’t like to think of Dave cornin’ home 
from school, some evenin’, and mentioning ca.sual to 
her that he’d licked the everlasting tar out of you, 
would you.^ 1 must go down to the stable now; I 
got a sick colt to look after. wSo-long, and remember 
what I. told you; for you’ll find it’s the truth.” 

Ernie glanced toward the machinery-shed as he 
sauntered back to the house. Dave Morton, ob¬ 
livious to all cl.se, sat on an u]j-cnded pail by the 
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new gasolcne-ciigino, polishing il lo-vingly willi a bit 
of “waste.’’ Pausing a numienl Lo waleli the Itoy. 
Emic l^edford rcincnilicred certain bonks iluii he 
had lironglu with liim in Ids tnink, souvenirs o) a 
summer coiirse lus father liad made him take, three 
years before, at the State agricultural c illegc. 1'hink- 
ing of the.sc, tbe teacher rcceiveel an ajrt inspir.ition 
for cementing the friendsliip with this stormy iietrcl 
of Isltiy school—the friendship which must, if the 
father’s diseernment were ticcurale, be inaugurated 
Ijy a ii.st-thrashing. 

Clara Mortoji, as the teacher npprotidted the 
house, stcp])ecl out of the door and c.'tmc down the 
stejis, a pan under her ann. with bits of bread in it, 
made into a .sop ity the addition of hot water and 
milk. 

“Do you want to come attd sec the wee chickens 
gel their dinner?’’ she .said. 

Emic did not answer at the moment. Jfa'ppcn- 
ing, on his way a(Toss the dooiyard. to glance in 
through the oi)cn fami-Iionse door, he h.ad seen th:tt 
Ashton and Mm. Adam Morton were still at the 
dinner-table. Ashton w.as talking volubly, using 
numerous soft “a’s,’’ but no “r's" to sjicak of. 
Mrs. Adam Morton was yiouring a enp of lea for 
hiTn. limie, wonderimg at this amazing display of 
energy' on the part of the indolent CleoiKitra of the 
domain of Morton, glanced at the f.aec above the 
lilted tctipot. WHiat a change! d'lie eyes were, 
shining, the checks h.andsomely colored, the scorn¬ 
ful lips unloosed and bubbling with talk like those 
of an eager school-girl. 
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“Mntlicr seems to like to talk to Mr. A.shton,” 
Clara labscreccl, simply. “Wc don’t .sec very many 
]ico])le out here, and he’s vciy interest in?; to Iksten 
to. He’s been telling mother about his life in Lon¬ 
don. She’s always jiined to get b.ack to eity life, 
but we haven’t been able to. Father’s quit rail¬ 
roading for good, and there’s nothing else lie could 
make his living at in town, as he isn’t an office 
man.” 

]i)cs]iite the effort of this good little daughter of 
the hou.se to dismiss the protracted tete-a-tete of 
her mother and Ashton as a thing of no im]5ortance, 
Emie detected an odd note of rcsen^c in her voice 
tis she refern.'fl to the Englishman. 

“This Ashton seems to be a kind of a strong- 
built fellow.” he said. ‘‘I giie.ss he’ll be a good 
man, woit’t he, to have around when the heavy 
season comes?” 

‘‘Hh yes, 1 suppose so,” Clara conceded, a little 
dist.antly; then, bri.skly changing the stibjcct. she 
said; ‘‘Well, how did you and father get along? 
'S’ou h.ad quite a long talk, didn’t you. down there 
at the gr.anarv'? Father df)csn’t take to very many 
peoide, but I think he likes you.” 

‘■’’k^our dad’s all right,” said Ernie, in brief com¬ 
mendation. He had an odd feeling of being led 
as he dropped into stej) beside Clar.a Morton in the 
path leading to the hen-house. The firm, round 
arm curved tibout the pan; the little, dcci,sive chin, 
slanted up in its intent business-like way; the un¬ 
regarded strand of hair, with a curl at the end, which 
the breeze brushed back and forward from the tip 
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of Clara’s oar to her ronnd-pninlef] imsc; llie bust, 
cun'ing under its while ;ii)n>n-l‘)il) Avil.h a soft 
maternal fullness—al! exhaled a kim! of insliiu- 
live, gentle nioihering whiih seemed to have 
reached out and gathered Ernie into its tender 
jurisdiction. 

“I think you ought to go to school,” he said; 
but he made the suggestion almost deferenii;dly. 

Clara’s eycla.shes went up and d<iwn. Shesellhal 
the ]>an a little more snugly under her arm -her un¬ 
conscious answer to tlic sugg<‘slion that slie einsld 
for even one day leave the heime duties that crowded 
one upon the other from dawn to dark. 

”1 read a little on Sundays,” she said, after a 
moment, ajxtlogetically. "f save the wrai''])ers oiT 
the soap, and send away for the books on the soap 
company’s premium list. I have quite a bit of 
time to my.solf on Sunday afternoons when Ida’s 
here—Ida Bethune, a ncighlmr girl who hires with 
us for the summer to iielp out her family, who are 
just out from the (did Country and haven’t got a 
very good start yet—luit this is her Sundav’ off, and 
she’s gone home for the day.” 

“There’s a lot of good stuff .among the soa])- 
premium books,” said Ernie. “Maybe we could 
run over the list together, next time you’re sending 
aw.ay for some. But I’m going to speak to your 
father about letting you come to school.” 

Cl.ara smiled. She had spent all her not very 
many years in thinking for others, .and it g.ave her 
a new .and jdeasurablc thrill to find somebody ap¬ 
parently willing to do a little thinking fur her busy, 
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iinrc,t;.'inii;tl si'lf. A1 oiv>)vt'r, there was someUiing 
in her ihul leaned tiddly toward this iineonseiously 
noyisli young teaclier, with liis idcasaiU and frankly 
seif-assured way. 

At tin's iioinL the two wore haii<;d from afar by 
lw(i old, lurching galleons of hens, each attended 
ly a little yellow-jihiied llei'l iif chickens. Clara 
knocked the chafT out of two old jians that lay bot¬ 
tom uj) in the poultry-yard ami, dividing the food 
she had fetched into two c(|ual jiortions, poured half 
into each tin, which instantly became a twinkling 
}'eilow ring, set witli a great, gray, iihlegmatic stone 
of motlier-hen. 

Eniii* lookcfl aiisently at the fowls, his hand.s in 
his pockets, d’lien he transferred his ga/.c to Clara. 
She stood, wardress of the two fowl families at their 
meal, tier hand holding the emptied ]xm tidily 
away from the clean dotted airron; her forcltead, 
with its motherh’, round iirofiic, curving back nndcr 
soft liair filled by the sun with light; the nose pnslicd 
out a little at the nostril with Claraks pleasant, 
abiding smile. A true little worker, every other 
interest was submerged for the moment in tiic busi- 
ncits at hand, that of watching to sec that the two 
Hocks of chicks, with their mothers, shared equally 
and without mutual encroachment the contents of 
the pans. 

The picture stayed in the young teacher’s mind 
in all its mid-afternoon vividness, ;i.s he walked 
liome that evening under the stars. After he liad 
adroitly dodged Henry Nicol and Mr. Kernaghan 
(who were brimming roguishly with unspoken com- 
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mont about “p]Kirking lu’s big gal scholars before 
he’d even started to teach—worse ’n the fither 
man by a long ways”), and had slipiied u]-) to his 
airy bedroom and between fresh-sTuelling sheets, 
the sweet image wandered on with lum into dream¬ 
land. 
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TIIK rAXVASSKRS 

O i\' l]if‘ \v('st-lviiind train marin," across Oak Creek 
trestle tw>i men liatl a srnokino-car to themselves. 
The slat sf'ats were not ijuito so comfortable as the 
upholstered ones in the other jvirt of the coach, but 
the cigars were very .^oi^d; and sh<i]i-talk. with 
smokini^ privilcpas. was better than block}' red cush¬ 
ions thruuoh whiclt you could feel tlie springs. 

One of the tW'.i was a big young man, with a round, 
blatant, self-assured eye. He sat with his elbow on 
the window-sill, his hat tilttal on the back of his 
head, and his limbs s])read over all of his own seat 
and a good ]3art of his comttanion’s. 

T'he other of the two was a little man abotit twice 
as old, with a bul,ging bald Atrcheafl, soft brown 
beard, and small crea.scd eyes. Jie s.at with his feet 
and knees drawn together, on the small portion of 
his seat unoccuitied by the c.xtremities of the big 
young man. lie chewed his cig.ar nervously, and 
squinted and smiled perjx-tually. When he sjtokc 
or laughed it was in miniature, like the squetde of a 
mouse. 

Mr. James Young drew his large form into a 
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slightly more u].>righl position tvith a roughness that 
made the slats creak. He Utok his cigar .sweejangly 
from his tcetli, inifTcd a cloud of smokt* into hi,tie 
George. Hancock’s cj'es, scaltcred a strinn of asli- 
flakes on George’s trousers, galvanizcil him into 
tingling attention with a mighty sla]) on I lie l-niec. 
and said, or rather roared, through his nose; 

“They ken talk about their e'missions an’ their 
premiums an’ how many .shares they’ve wrrite in a 
month—hut how many dollars does it represent' 
It ain’t ‘what e'mission tire yo’ s']jrised to git ?’ It’s 
‘how many dollars—ilol-lars--do-o-ol]ars is ael’ly 
goin’ into y’r pants pocket?’ Think o’ y’rself. 
Don’t think of th’ other man. Think o’ your wife 
at home an’ your boy Don. Sentim<'nt ain’t goin’ 
to pay y’r coal 'hill. Write a man u]) fur till he ken 
carry away. Give ’m all the time he wants on 's 
notes—he may be dead b'fore they come dou. ’r you 
may—then git y’r e’mission, go down to the hotel, 
have a good lunch an' a long beer an’ a liftecn-cent 
cigar; then sling the rest int’ the bank an’ git y’r 
check-book. It's y’rsc'lf an’ your wife tin’ ymir 
boy Don. T’ hell with th’ rythcr man. T’ hell with 
’m. Ain’t that so? Heh?’’ 

“That’s right,’’ said George Huneock, guarding his 
leg a little neiv'ou.sly from the customary slap with 
which Mr. Young punctuated his pause.s. “That’s 
right, Jimmy. Yes, that’s so.” 

“Go in for the big, squaar thing,” said Mr. James 
Young, throwing away his cigar and sh'qtping, for a 
(.'hange, his own knee, “th’ fur-lined overcoats an’ 
the bawlbriggan underwear an’ the squaar-toed boots. 
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Some fellers is satisfied to wlianit a t^^iexvriter all 
their days, or keep a set of books in some hole-an’- 
comer oflice. I ain’t liuilt that wa\\ Ceurge. 1 
ken make th’ big mune\% an’ I’m goin’ into life fur 
th’ dollars, th’ long green. Let th’ other feller bum 
if he wants to. ’r staree if he wants to. He’d say th’ 
same about me. T’ hell with’m. It's you an’ your 
wife an’ your lioy Dc.m. Ain’t that so, George, 
ag’in'-' Huhr' Ain’t it so'” 

“That’s s(x Jimmy,” a.greed his li.stener, getting ujj 
very quiekly as he saw In's large friend’s hand malcing 
its jjeriodical jtre-slap excursion u]j into the air. 
“Veh. thass cert'n’y right, Jim.” lie stretched his 
anns above his head, yawned, and. as the big young 
m.in’s hand descended with a crack like a jnstol- 
shot on his own sturdy knee, .settled into his seat 
again and looked out of the window. As he did so 
tile yawn. :iftcr some racking facial twists, became 
a subdued .grin. “Look what’s here, Jimmy.” he 
creaked, covering his mouth with his hand and 
watching the big young man’s face with interest as 
the latter gl.anced otit throiggh the small, smokv’^pane. 

With a whistling that waked screeching echoes in 
the ]ilacid hills, and a bell-ringing that wholly ex¬ 
tinguished for till' moment the robust clang of Nat 
Bourke’s slcd.gc-hammcr. the train drew slowly to 
a standstill, and the two, with their grips, slep]ied 
out into Oakburn. . . . 

“I’m .gitlin’ a suit like that, Shan,” said Joey 
D.'ivis, a school-boy, to another whose bare feet 
dangled against the side of a hi,gh goods-box on the 
station platfonn, as from under the peak of a cap 
9 .^' ' 





THE ROAD THAT LED HOME 


drawn swasgcrini^ly down over his eyes Joey I’lanccd 
at Mr. Young. 

“Wliat sort of a stoppin'-house is there in this 
place?” inquired Jimmy ^’oung, of nnl>o>Jy in })ar- 
licular. as he stared arottnd liim, “an* where is it?” 

“There she is,” said little Ocorge Hancock, in¬ 
dicating the Commercial Hotel, on it.s skids, wit.h a 
motion of the arm that held his lightest grijc ‘“Phere 
she all is, Jim. Coinin' right over to meet ns.” 

It was a liabit of Jiinniy Y<tung to say least, wheji 
he w,as cy.])eeted to say most. lit the present e.ase he 
merely tightened his lips, g.ave his suit-ease a dis¬ 
dainful swing, and led the way across the tr.aeks in 
the direction of the hotel. Arrived licfore the door, 
he ostentatiously brought a plank, set it against the 
much-elevated front-door sill, and walked noisily 
into the dingy hall. 

It was something of a surprise to Mrs. Maggie 
Taylor, whose chief trade came from the village it¬ 
self and the outlying harms, and who h.ad little need 
or incentive to ])ut herself seriousiy o\a to cater to 
Uakbuni's floating pO]nilation--it was snmctlting of 
a suniri.se to her when Jimmy 'S'onng, nneeromoni- 
OLisly luming the knob of the icitehen door, ]noke<l in 
upon herself and ]jlump Miss Taylor wasliing ujj 
the breakfast dishes, and said, in a tone that rattled 
the windows: 

“Hey, how’s chances. Missis?’’ 

Mrs. Maggie Taylor -[t.aused, with one hand on the 
edge of the dishpnn, and stared at the speaker. In 
shape she was like one of her (.iwn large and savory 
sausages, which she made for the farmers healthily 
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niid hcnrtily nrrixnng from loiug driven over the dry, 
breezy jirairie. Vdiere her n])ron-.striiigs were piiincd 
about licr waist there was n crease in her rotundity 
like that in a baby's wrist. She iiad a large face, 
eyes glowing witli tlte ])riwer and aggressiveness 
bom of long contact with tlie rough Western life 
which a hote1-kee]ier’s wife touches at all angles, 
and black hair done u]) in an unhandsome knot at 
the back of her head. She had a robust hillside of 
breast, anns huge and red and finn, and fingers 
stum])y and strong. 

She was dresserl in a mottled waist and shapcle.ss 
red slcirt, over which was ])inned a blue denim 
a])ron. The skirt, coming only to the ankles, re¬ 
vealed the fact that the feet of Mrs. Maggie,Taylor, 
for greater ease, were bare. 

She looked Mr. James Yonng over frmn head to 
foot with a deliborale glance; then turned from him, 
putting her fingers hack into the water, bringing out 
a ])latc and setting it on an inverted cu]t to drain. 
As the plate sioj-iped teetering, she said, out of the 
co7-ncr of her mouth: 

“Chances for dinner, if that’s what yon mean, 
will Vm.' extra good, young fellow, if you move y’rsclf 
out of our kitehen and don't come botherin’ round 
here no more till about half past twelve o’clock. 
Some more hot water out o’ that there kettle, Edith.” 

Mr. Young backed out, closed the door very soft¬ 
ly, set down his grip, shoved both hands into his 
trousers pockets, and looked earnestly at George 
Hancock. 

“George,” he said at length, slowly and distinctly, 
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“if I’m awake, an' not sound a.slco]! an’ drcamin’, a 
lick o’ toddy’s the only thing that ’ll save our 
lives.,after that. Come'” 

'I'he room into which ]\lr. James Young, aided 
by a trained nose and an unerring btnn]> of locality, 
fed the way, held at the moment but one pc-rson 
besides d'om Taylor, the pro^jrietor—that iiiv.arialile 
and cver-constant eustomer, Andy Robb When 
jimmy Young and Oeorge Hancock came in he w.as 
leaning in his halhtual attitude, with his elbows 
propped on the iron window-guards that ran eros.s- 
wisc to the height of the average inebriate blindly- 
butting arm-joint, and had already stived their e<.ist 
many times over in s<-ifely pre.scrvcd window-]»anes 
Tom Taylor looked itir cheerfully from behind 
the counter as his car etmght the unfamiliar f(>ot- 
step .and his eye the new leather gri]) carried by 
Jimmy Young. Drummers were genendly good bar 
customers, even if they did soTnetimes demand re¬ 
duced rates for meals and board. 

“Scotch an' .soda,” snorted Jinuny, looking around 
him disparagingly. 

“Same f’r mine,” .squeaked George Hancock, 
spitting down u])on the foot-rail. 

“Well, I'll he eow-kickedThis exclamation, in 
the tone of a father welcoming a long-lost son. came 
suddenly from the patron leaTiing ujion the wdnrlow- 
bar. He advanced u]X)n Air. Young in tuo long 
steps, and stretched out his hand. “How in blazes 
are you, boy?" he said, beamingly, “llon't you 
remember me? How are y’, anyway, sport, and 
what arc y’ workin' at now?” 
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Mr. Yminc;, with a ddiliera?e movement, put his 
hand hehind liiTU. shoviiii; it uj) tinder Jiis eoal- 
tail and restinjj iii.'- knuekle.'t upon hi.s hi]i. 

Mr. Jlaneock, like an echo, ora shadow, immedi¬ 
ately set /in arm akimh'a, as well. The two fi.xed 
the wek'omer with a eoli.l n'l^ard. 

“Why -don't y’ know me'” said Andy Robb, 
moumfully. as his hand fell slowly to his side. 
“.Surely, lb'll, you 

“ IJon’i know you fnun Adam, you wall-eyed half- 
an’-half.” returned Mr. un'th pweat frank¬ 

ness, as he drained his .i;la^s and sinaeked it down 
on the I'ounter. “Come on. let's take a walk out 
o’ this, (je'trste. T st>t ;i cou]>le deeent eigars left, 
anyway, to take the taste o' this hog-wash out of 
our mouths." 

“That’s whi.sky',’’ s.aid the iirojtrietor. 

placidly. “.Ain't it, .Andyt ’ 

“■W>u iiet ytnir life it's good whisky." cor¬ 
roborated tile aggrie\’ed .Andy Kobb, whacking his 
list down on the counter, “and any dam' son of a 
mule t.b.at says it .ain’t good whisky d<jn t know 
good licker when he sees it." 

“Aw, go an’ die," rumbled Mr. Young, looking 
back from the door. 

lie swung it (ipen and, folkiwed by Air. iTancock, 
jumped down ujion the yellow-flowered roadside, 
walked around tlie end of the skids, the longest one 
of which jimmy ^'oung barked scornfully with his 
boot-heel. ;ind took his way along a little foot- 
IKilh to the railroad track. Here Jimmy, siting 
down ujKjn the end of a tic, lit one of the cigars 
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and piifil'cd \ngorousIy. Barofooled Joey Da\ds, a 
connlr}- boy out of scIkhi! for the noon hour, eanie 
along the stati(jn ]jlalfon7i wnlr freekled Shan 
Robinson, the .section-man's .son; and the two. sit¬ 
ting ilown on tile end of the idatform behind Mr. 
^^ouTig. ]iassed critical comment. 

‘‘Big feller, ain’t lie?” said Joey, softly, taking his 
foot upon his knee and jiroliing for “slivers.” 

"Thim iravelin’-men has to be big, by hokey'” 
said Shan, shoving his cap to one .side and .spitting 
at a toad beneath, “'riiey have to fight j»eo])le, 
like, to make thim buy.” 

“Well, look at th’ other one,” '..ibps-ted joey, 
“little squinny pietur’ o’ mi.sery. 1 e'u'd liCk him 
myself.” 

“Aw. well.” said Shan, .grinningly, “lli’ big wan 
])ertects him.” 

Air. JlaiK'ock amse veiy* briskly. “Now see here,” 
he said, with some .sharpiie.ss, “you boys clear out’ 
Oo home to your mothers an’ get sjianked, you-- you 
dirty-faced little potato-bugs.” 

The two l.)oys sculTied hastily to iheir feet and 
backed away. They came to a halt on the other 
side of th.e platfonn. 

“I’d hit you, only yer .size jiertccts you.” said 
Shan, flourishing a grubby fist. 

“Take some cod-liver oil an’ grow,” rect.>mmended 
Master Davis, in a loud voic'e. 

Mr. Young smoked on contemptuously: and Mr. 
Hancock, lor lack of reinforci'ment, resumed his scat 
on the end of the tie, blinking and fussing himself 
into dignity again. 'Phe fjoys linked arms and 
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mrirch('d swaj^gerinyly .-nv.-iy, looking over tlicir 
sliniilders and chanting, inti]-)!]}' but dcrisivcl 3 % 
'‘Nigger, ni,gger, ticver die!” 

Jimmy '\'oimg took Itis eigar-hutl from Itis moutli 
and thn-w it, across the track. 

“George,” lie stiid, “will 3 'on tell me--has the 
hunch in this fonsooken corner o' creation any money 
to make it worth wliile ns waitin’ here till next 
train-time; or arc they :dl bums an' v.agsr J don’t 
see nothin’ l>ut sh;uks .around.” 

George llanmek knew th.at he was not hieing 
.ai'tually a'^ked for .advice, lii' knew that Jimmy 
Young, the sch’-.assma'd, was oitly rellecting audibly. 
Nevertheless, he ventured :i timid .suggestion. 

“J was thinkin' wa; might, m.aybe, take a walk 
up yonder. Jimmy,” he said, jerking his thumb in 
the direction of the McLeod house across the creek. 
“Wdi.at d'ye think?” 

After an im])rcssive silence Jimmy '\'oung glanced 
carelessly in the direction indicated. 'I'he tioon sun 
.shotie Ir.ansfonningly iipon the showy gtiblcs, the 
.sjday \-er.amla. .and the dazzling lint' of white ]tiekels 
that inclosed the yard. There w.as a movcmcait by 
the house and jwc'si'ntly a buggy jlulled by two 
ponies s]jun neatly .and wa’th an opulent suggestive¬ 
ness (.lui through the drive gate. 

Llr. ^■oung loc>ked at his watch. “Time t’ c;it," 
he s.aid, “ai-cordin’ to what that barefooted old 
S(]uaw in th’ kitchen told us .awhile ago, Geopgc. 
We may tackle the skate on the hill after dinner.” 

Within h.alf an hour after they entered the hotel 
the two emerged and .sat down on the end of one of 
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the Comincrci.'il'.s skids. Jiiiiniy ^’uung made a wry 
face as lie threw away liis looUiinrk. 

“This hurg will just hold me till nex’ train-time-- 
that's all.” he remarked to George llaneoek; “just 
till nex’ train-time. Georgie. W'e'l! <lo what Inisi 
ness we can with the owner of the big house, an’ 
anybod\' else we can land among this enlleetioti o’ 
shacks, this afternoon; then, ti'-mon'ow, we’ll take' 
a burll out into the country an' sli]) it to some o’ 
them farmers that we he.ar so mucli about in town 
—how they’re the backbone of the country an’ all 
that. We’ll backbone ’em, George.” 

“'Phat's the idea, Jimmy.” squeaked George Han¬ 
cock; “it's the fanners has the nnniey, these days.” 

“An’ before wc st.arl anything. George.” Mr. 
'\’oung continued, rising, .setting his hat on one .side, 
and skqqiing Mr. Il.ancock on the, .shoulder wiih 
such vigor that that .small' jiarty’s hat jogged off. 
“we’ve got to have a rib-tightener. Ain't wei' 
Then [ guess wc'll st.Trt right in. Ketch a man 
after dinner, an’ you eaii sell him .anything.” 

“Thai’s right,” said Mr, Hancock, recovering his 
hat, setting it on the side of his hea<l, and trotiing 
after Jimmy Young uji the plank walk to the idace 
of “liquid refreshment,” “Best in the house. Jim, 
ol’ l.)oy~such as it is, eh?” 

George Hancock was gagging a little as the two 
emerged from the bar. “You won’t minfl if T s:iy 
that stuff’s like sandpaper an’ benzine:, will j’ou. 
Jim." ’ he pi])ed, with the first breath he could <lraw. 

“Worse 'n that,” said Jimmy Young, straighten¬ 
ing his hat, as they started off toward the Pioneer 
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Sloro, “worse ’n ih.-it. (k'orKi*. Did you think to 
put a coujilf o’ cigars iu your jjoekct? No, you 
didn t, did you? You’re a hell (jf a man." 

R. MeI.eofI met tlic two reitresentativcs of the 
Cireat He,aver d'rust Comp.auy in liis shirt-sleeves, 
standinj; just inside his doorway. A Ijoy behind 
him, with a dusl-bnish in liis ln']3 jioeket, was filling 
u]) ]taper bags with granulated sug.ar out of a barrel, 
his assiduity suggesting that he was doing it for a 
wager. 

“Am I sjieaking to Mr. McLeod?’’ .said Master 
Jimmy Voimg, in his “big. squaar” tone. 

“^’ou are so,” .s,aid R. MeJ^eod, sjieaking with a 
strong Caledonian .accent. 

“Fine business you’ll do here, likely, Mr. McLeod,” 
.said jimmy, briskly, as George ILancock, lining ujj 
.along.side, lilinked up from about the level of jim¬ 
my’s mid-for(?ann. 

“Aye.” .sttid R. Mc,Lcod. his jiijic in his hand, 
“but that’s no what ye eamc to tell me. Come 
bcti.” 

He led the way down befi^rc the counter to a door 
th.at looked out between a jiile of woodcnwarc on 
the one hand, .and a .she.af of brooms on the other. 
'I'hc door gave into a small, bare room, with a few 
newsji.ajjers scattered about, one or two hca\'y 
Icd.gers, a cojiying-jircss, and a table with several 
p.ads of jjajicr, ruled for bills and bearing the super¬ 
scription, “Robert McLeod, Pioneer Store.” 

R. McLeod motioned his callers to two of the 
wooden chairs. Jimmy A'oung sat down, took off 
his hat with a flourish, thumped it down on the 
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tabic, ami inillcd his chair tip so close that liis siurcly 
knee Inimpcd the strong, iwced-clad one of Hob 
McLeod. 

“Well,” he said, “you're right, Mr. McLeod, 
when you say we didn’t come here a-visitin'. Ves, 
sir, you’re right.” He hitched liis chair an incli 
closer and, glowering up into R. Mida?od's face with 
a bnsinc.ssdikc lierceness, he continued, tajtping the 
tweed-clad knee with his forefinger, “Mr. McLeod, 
there eome.s a time—’’ 

“Quit ticklin’ me,” .said R. McLeod, taking his 
Itipeoulof his nioutli anti glancing toward his knee. 

“—there comes a time,” jimmy ^■oung continued, 
removing hi.s hand and resting it foreeftilly, knuckles 
tlownward. on his own knee, “a time, Mr. McLe<)d, 
in the life of every' tntin when he looks around him 
an’ says—” 

“1 hv'ie a pile o’ bills to m;ike n<')t,’‘ said R. jMcLofid, 
“so stop when yc get to the finst stali'-in.” 

“I’ll do that.” .said Jimmy' Young, lifting one 
h.and anrl .snajiping the lingers vigorously, while he 
thrust the other into his lirc'a.st pocket; “I'll 
bo brief. I d<'n’t wtiste no man's lime on him. 
Do r, Mr. 1 hmcock. Mv colleague Mr. Hancock, 
Mr, McLeod.” 

(icorge Hancock, who had been dozing, starteri, 
and inilled his chair ;i little ne.arer. R. McLeod’s 
shrewd eyes swept him carele,s.sly .and returned to the 
face fif Jimmy Young. 

“That’s right,” said Mr. Hancock, a little vaguely. 
A light potation always made him sleepy. 

“You bet that’s right,” continued jimmy', draw- 
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ins fwth :i bundle of slock fipplicnlions held by an 
elastic band, shoolins bis cuff, and tapping the docu¬ 
ments Imskly. "VVe are very careful. Mr. McLeod, 
U’itli our shareholders’ lime—” 

“I’m no a shareholder .vet,” said R. McLeod, 
cautiously; “but what have ye there?” 

“I have here,” roared jimmy Young, stripping 
ofT the clastic with a snap—"I have here, sir-r, .some 
of the best names in our eil v." 

“Smith’s a good aukl Lmvland Scots name,” .said 
R. McLeod, quizzically. “Have ye got that there?” 

“No, sir,” returned Jimmy, his knees drawn up 
tmd his cye.s on the sheaf of ajqdications, as ho 
shuffled them raf)idly an<l de.xtorouHy. “No, sir. 
Smith is not here, but ’’—Jimmy whip]X'd out a folded 
form from the middh,' of the jrackage—“I have here 
a name, sir, that is mighly close to Smith, when j’ou 
say it quick, an’ carries a dam’ sight more weight 
than the name of Smith ever knew how to carry—” 

“Now, now, now!” said R. McLeod. 

“The name, sir, of Captain John Frith, retired 
stockman, known from one end of this broad land 
to the other—” 

“Pie’s gey well known,” said R. McLeod, “tac 
be on the wrong side o’ politics. My name’s no 
that guid, i’ll admit; but I’ll not have it associated 
with John Frith’s. A mon must dra’ the line some¬ 
where.” 

“Well, then,” continued Jimmy Young, not dis¬ 
concerted, but rather gathering energy as he ])ro- 
ceeded, “I have on this here form the signature of 
the Plonorable—” 
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“Young mon"—R. McLeod laid down his pipe, 
leaned forward, and cla])]X'd on the shoulder of 
Jimmy Young a great, hairy, sinewy hand that madi- 
even that robust young torso quiver—“young muu, 
puit awa your captains an’ your honorables an' 
your colonels. Puit them by. an’ liark tac me for 
a wee. How wad ye like a jawb in my store?” 

Jimmy Young pu.shcd his .‘^tilT hat back from hi.s 
forehead and listened, dumb and staring. The 
])apcrs fell from hi.s hand to the lloor, and were re¬ 
trieved from the irreverent breeze by the furtively 
grinning George Hancock. 

“How Avad ye like a situation in my store here.” 
went on R. McLeod, the tnusdes of his face twitdi- 
ing a little, ‘ ‘ clerkin’ for me at, .say. fifty the m<?nth 

Jimmy Young still stared, his mouth opening 
.slightly. 

“Juist now,” continued R. McLeod, “I’m gey 
busy Avi’ thae bills. Put you think it oaxt, I.Aoy, an’ 
come aAva doAvn an’ see me again before ye leave 
the tOAA-n. f like that rarnstougerous Avay ye have, 
an’ I’m minded tae puit yesdl in’.to the thresher- 
men, this fall. Noav’’ —R. McLeod .stood up-—he 
Avas a big man, a very big man, when he stood uj) 
and squared his shoulders—“if ye’ll .fuist he takin’ 
your leave, Avi' your friend. I'll .get along Avith these 
bills I hac'c waitin’.” He put his hand again on 
Jimmy’s shoulder and. with little George Hancock 
trotting after, edged him slowly to tlic door. 

“Noav, mind ye.” he said, as Jimmy, in a dazed 
AA’ay, and George Haneock, like a marionette, passed 
again down the path toward the ihcket gaU— “noAv, 
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mind yc, ynuni;stcr. I’m in airncsl. J’m no jaukin’. 
He canny.” 

’I'hc lirsl. feature of Master Jimmy Young lo move, 
as tlio two tunu'd into the road leading down to the 
town, was liis e\-c. 'Fhe iri,s turned slowly, sus- 
]iieionsly, ehallengingly, until it reached that cor¬ 
ner of the visual org.aTi ne.xt to George Hancock, 
Hut George’s tactful face expressed merely a mild 
intere.st in the l;ind.scape. 

"Fine view from here,” he .said, kicking a little 
stone in the wheci-nit. 

‘"Fo hell until the view,” .said jimmy Young. . . . 
"But—but, by the holy Mackinaw, you watch what 
1 do to the next man that offers me a job elerkitt’ 
in his store! Now, just for that, George, I’m goin’ 
to write .M-nnebody up before I leave this'jtlace, if 
I have lo stick around till Chri.stnta.s. Christmas, 
mind. Let’s try whoever lives in that—that there.” 
Feigning himself at a loss for a descriptive term, 
Jimmy indicated with a jerk of his thumb the house 
of Matthew Rodgers. "It’s near .six, now. We’ll 
go over there an’ lay for him when he comes home 
to his .su])per. We’ll rush him off his feet. We’ll 
have his John Hancock down f’r fifty shares before 
he kiK.ws whether this is vSaturday or a week from 
W’e’n’sday!” 

The two were half-way up the hill at the top of 
which stood Matthew Rodgers’s house when they 
were overtaken and jiassed by a long, sad, dark man, 
sha]icd like a mark of interrogation. Ilis knees 
bowed as he Walked. Elis chest xvas concave and 
his back convex. He carried an armful of ]3a]ier 
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parcel?, and Ocorgc H.'moock, glancing np as he 
passed, caling np the furlongs with long, slow steyis. 
noticed that he carried his head Itigh and his eyes 
calcnlatingly half-shut, nntttering to himself and 
moving the thutnb of his free hattd over tlte fingers 
in slow entnneration. He had a black beard and 
a prim little felt hat. 

The man went on, walking with his slow, seissom- 
likc stride, till lie top]->cd the crest of the hill. lie 
pas-sed behind the house and disajtpe.arcd. 

When Jimnty '\'oung and George liatteock ronchi’d 
the back of IMatthew Rodgers's house they found 
the dark man sawing rails into stove-lengths with 
a buck-saw. Behind him was the little alley between 
the stone milk-house and the sod wall of the cabin, 
down whicli one went to enter cither the milk-house 
or the main building. A .stout old gray wontan, with 
freckled anns and bare feet, her hair about her face 
in a sibylline aspect, stood in the alley, dryitig her 
hands on her aprcin and flclivering some eritaking 
message about stgipcr Iteittg ready waiting, and 
what in the name <)f smse was the tall, dark man 
doing witii his store clothes on bucking wood. 

“He don’t look like a married man,” said George 
Hancock, sol to voce; “he’s sjtruccd uj) too good. 
Yet lis’en to the jawin’ .she’s a-handin' out!” 

Jimmy Young approached the man at the saw¬ 
horse, who, having bent his long body into a sil¬ 
houette like a carpenter’s square, was laying a bur¬ 
den of wood blocks across one stringy wrist from 
which the co;it-slceve liad been carefully pulled 
back. He straightened uj?, with a slow, unfolding 
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movement, ns ho saw jimmy Yoim.q;, and stood with 
the f;atliored slicks licid out from him lietwecn his 
VTisis and hands, staring down at the two, 

“Jt ain’t a bad evening,” ,said Jimmy Young. 

■‘Jt might be worser witliout no trouble,” said the 
tall, dark man. in a voice like wind iji a chimney, 
“WTo arc you?” 

“Fine ]dac(' you have here,” comj'ilimonted George 
Hancock. George felt that he must sometimes sluire 
in the work of canvassing to ,a furtlicr extent than 
merely witnessing the signatures of ajijtlicants for 
stock. 

‘‘Ylio are yon?” rei'ieatcd the long man, in an 
insistent monotone, turning his hands so that the 
weight of the sticks was shifted from the under to 
the upper wrist. 

‘‘Ask ye them inside,” commanded the sibyl with 
a toothless hnit coquetti.sh smile at Jimmy Young.' 
‘‘Have ye no manncT's, Mattha?” 

‘‘Come in,” said the man with the wood, obedi¬ 
ently, turning and leading the way down the little 
lane at his scissors-like walk. The sib}-! jiut a wisj) 
of iron-gray hair behind her ear, cocked her hc.ad 
playfully at Jimmy Young, and gave George Han¬ 
cock a little disdainful shove forward with her elbow 
as .she held tin- door open. 

‘‘Now,” said iMatthcw Rodgers, putting down the 
wood and tuming toward the two with a resolute 
air. ‘‘who arc youz. again? I don’t want to buy 
no books; an’ I don’t do no business with travelers 
exzept down to my store there. If a man can’t 
come home to hcez own house without being pestered 
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to death \s:ith salesmen, answer me. wlicre can he 

“Bczides,” the householder continued, cavem- 
ously, hanging the prim felt hat on a nail, susiicml- 
ing his coat beneath it, and ])Ouring water into a 
granite basin that stood on a bench under the win¬ 
dow—“bczides, there’s more to a man’s life than 
business, business, business—” 

“MayVic there is.’’ jnit in the sibyl, suddenly and 
aggressivt'ly, while Afatthew, with no jtrotest against 
being stopped in the middle of his sentence, con¬ 
tinued to soap his neck in his slow, melancholy way, 
“but, all the samey, it’s about all you men thinks 
of. Wait till the weemen gets a .s.ay. Mattha— 
She broke off and looked askance at Master Jimmy 
Young, But that brisk young gentleman had not 
been idle. 

As Matthew straightened up. scrubbing his face 
with the towel, Jimmy, his liand full of pa-i>ers, 
steiiped forward. slai)])ed the documents smartly 
with his hand, and shot at his host this rapid-fire 
of questions: 

“Mr Rodgers, d’yotj want to take your share in 
th’ march o’ progress^ D’you w.ant a share in the 
]jrnspcrity of this great Western country? D’j^ou 
want to move out of this sod house o’ yours into a 
handsome villa—” 

“Mattha ’ll never marry now,” came an inter¬ 
rupting murmur fmm the sibyl, where .she stood over 
the sputtering haenn. jircssing it down with her fork 
to hurry it., “he’s waited loo long. Nol.ody would 
have him. Anyway, I got, a say in that, so 1 have, 

io8 




THE CAN^’ASSKRS 

Air. Alan. Thirty yaars 1 b’en tit.-d downi in this 
leiRr. a-di.sh-\va.sliin’ am! .a-scnihlhn' and n-mnndin' 
]);inls and a-tcadtin’ t1iat, orjtlitin calf tc drink, tliis 
spriii}'. till niy first finj'cr was mif;hty nij^h sucked tn 
llie bone, an’ now the other day in the stable he up 
and bunts me into tlie middle o’ next week, for 
notliin’, like a m.'in would. ... I tell you, ynuntt man ” 
-- thesib-yl turned lowtird Jimmy waiiiny imjiatient- 
ly to ]troceed with his stock ari^umont—“and you. 
old Good-for-nothin’,’’ turning toward Adr. Idancoi-k, 
sittitig grinningly in his characteristic attitude, one 
hand holding the utist of the other; and lastly to 
her brother, now removing his celluloid collar that 
it might not imttede the automatic ri.se and fall of 
his “Adam’s-apiile'’ at the su]ipcr-table; shalcing 
her frying-fork like an oratorie.al forefinger at each 
in turn---'‘tin’ you, that the time has now came— 
Alattha, throw ye out thon w;i.sh-water; am i to be 
forever pic’kdn’ up after y’'--the time has came when 
the weernen has to have their .say'’’ 

“Now, now. Jczushie,” Alatthew intoned, sooth¬ 
ingly, sitting down to the tea-table, taking a half- 
mech.anical look at the level of the coal-oil in the 
lani]) and economically turning the wick down 
lower, “what-.'dl do I do thad l-..shouldn’ do? Do 
I dreengk — do I szhmokc—do I choo? Eh, 
do I?" 

“No, you don’t■■--Aliss Jcs.sic Rodgers emptied 
the bacon uj-ion a jilate, took it over, thumped it 
down on the oilcloth table-cover, ,and went back to 
get the tea—“you don’t do any o’ them things—but 
you don’t for a good reeson. Aou’re too close. 

109 



THE ROAD THAT LED HOME 


TliaEs why. Ytiu’re ton close. \‘ou’<] skin a louse 
for the hide an’ tallow. Aha-a, yous men'” Miss 
Jessie took the eream-jui; out of the cu])board, faced 
her three liearcrs a.^ain, and shook the enti)ty lu^ 
at each. ‘‘Aha-a, yous men! Wait ’ll the wcemen 
itets their say. It won’t lx- lon.o. I tell yus.” 

With this parting ))redieti'.>n the .sikA’l went out 
to the tnilk-housc to till her vo.ssel with se]iarated 
milk. Afa.ster Jimmy 'i’ouny. in two steps, w,'is 
•acro.ss the room with a chair which he ]ilaeed be¬ 
neath him at a j^oint facing Matthew Rodgers’s 
munching side f.aec. 

‘‘Now, Mr. Rodgers”—he snapped his left fore¬ 
finger smartly against the sheaf of ])apers held u]) 
in his right hand—‘‘1 want you to let me put you 
ne.xt to a good thing—” 

”—gets their .s;ty.” resumed the sibyl, coming 
b.ack for a match, .snatching one from a Ixix at a 
side-table, and swishing \-ignrously back to the door. 
“If there wun’l be a change then, ye can call me 
wiiat y’ like. Wait till—” 

She w.as gfine again. As the door slammed Jimmy 
took u]i his sentence where he had left oil. 

“—next to a good thing, Mr. Rodgers. Now. in 
the first place, I know you’re an honest man, like 
I am myself, sir -yc‘S, sir; an’ f wouldn’t no more 
want to get you mixed into a crookerl deal, sir, than 
I wcnild w’ant my own f.athcr for to get t.angled u]) 
in one. But i’ve got somethin’ here. Mr. Rodgers, 
that ’ll jtut ycni tan Easy Street - - yes, sir. E;i.sy 
Street, 1 said,—so (|uick it ’ll make your head 




THE CANVASSERS 


“JTeacl s\nin; yc-s. sir-rce,” echoed Air. Hancock, 
al ihc a])]')ro]-)rialc moment; ' “yes. .sir-?'(.r-bol;i!” 
With tlii.s tlic little man jmt his hands, one acros.s 
the other, in his lap, leaned back in his cltair with 
his beard tilted u]j, and looked calculativeh* thought¬ 
ful. 

“No, szir”—Air. R'ldyens reversed, in his jew’s- 
harp voice. “Now see here, youz; some ijeojjle 
sayz I’m iie.ar; some ,sayz J’m miserly, but all I am 
is e.areful. 1 don’t want for to see nothin’ go to 
wazte. Understand that. 1 never waztc goods on 
gi\-in’ over-weight, an’ 1 never wazte good money 
a-speculatin\ It doii’t matter a continental to me 
what peo{)lc sayz. 1 know I’m right—’’ 

'I'he door ntx'ued, with the sibyl, tvho had etddent- 
ly continued her argument as a monologue all the 
time she was in the milk-house, breathlessly in the 
middle of .a scnitenec: 

“-—an’ when the weemen gets to wear the pants, 
I tell >'ou they wun’t feed no more calves, an’ the 
men will do the milkin’, an’ put on ajierns, an’ tuni 
the seiiarator their.selve.s--~’’ 

Jimmy edged closer to Alatthcw. pattingthe papers 
with his hand and Itursting with sulirhurcousopinions 
about “weemen” th.at the situ.ation hardly admitted 
his twitting into audible words; then a brilliant, idea 
(lash-lighted into his tnind. 

lie eros.sed the room in three strides and thrust 
his bundle of documents before the nose of the sibyl 
so suddenly that she winced and blinked. 

“.Say, you got a little money salted down any¬ 
wheres, Aiissis?” he blurted, giving A'liss Jessie three 
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or four ptacrat'i little tajis on the shoulder wiili lus 
dooumeins. '‘Hey?” 

‘‘I’m net ‘inis-^is,’ an' you know it,” snaiyx'd the 
sib\'l. Tier voice continued sliar]>, but site drew in 
her chin ;md tilled Iter yray head (.■ocjuclliHily a< 
jimmy sidled close :tn<l leaned his fresh-c iloretl, ay 
yressive y(juny face down l<^ hers. ‘‘An’ what is it 
to you, you impident 3'oung ”aleM)t, if I hair got 
money in the btink'” 

‘‘Let's set d'twn some place,” .s;iifl Jimmy, por 
tentously. ‘‘.an’ I’ll tel! you all .about il Over yon¬ 
der on the tool-chi'st is as goo<l as anywhen'S. . Crome 
on! 'I'he chanet of your life, ma’am-—the chanct 
of your life, 1 ti'll you!” 

Matthew paused long enough from his bacon to 
turn .about .and signal an injunction with his fork. 
‘‘Don’t h.ave nothin’ to do with it. jezzshic. Come 
on an’ eat your su]i|jer.” 

‘‘^’ou ’tend Uj your own business, ATattha. I’ll 
come to my supper when f gel good ,an‘ ready, and 
not a minute before,” retorted Aliss Jessie, tis she 
preceded jimmy to the tool-chest .and sat dc>wn, 
looking ]irim but not ill plc.a.sod .as he hitched an 
unconscious knee into close cont.act au'! leaned over 
confidenti.ally till his bro.ad shoulder touched the 
hale fullness of her bosom and his temjde inunijed 
hers. Pro.x.imity wtis the thing, in stock-selling, 
was the theory of Al.aster Jimmy AMung. 

Matthew jnmctuatefl u-ilh .sohann proverbs of 
waming the ensuing twenty minutes of brisk ex¬ 
pository conversation with the alternately bridling 
and glov.ang sibyl; but he might as well have saved 
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his brculh tn ronl liis lea; fur before Messrs. Young 
and Hancock left the liousc of Maflhew Rodgers 
lhal evening jimmy had oblaineil Miss Jessie’s ajv 
plieation fur t\venl.y-(ive siiares of Creat Reaver 
Yrusi O-impany stuck, and Mr. Hancock iiad wil- 
ne.sscd the signature. 



IX 


A REUNION 

T TTE villa,qe vas wide awake witli clinkings at 
the blacksmith sho]) and cou.ghing of ,gasi)lcnc' 
cn,gincs in the grain-clcvatnrs, when Jimmy Young 
and George Hancock emerged from Ijreakfast next 
mornin.g. t<i smoke their ci.gars on the end of tlie 
Commereiars skids. 

wonder when they'll .get this ol’ bug-shelter 
moved,” said George Ikincoek, .giving the ski<i a 
little kick as they sat down. The remark did not 
arise from any special .and sudden intcTcst, but 
merely from ihe talkariveness of after breakfast. 

‘‘That don’t matter to ns,” said Jimmy "N'oting, 
pushing his hat b.ack, sitting down, strctciiing otit 
his legs to keep the knees of his trousers from bag- 
.ging, and preparing for expressing himself at sr)me 
length. “That don’t matter to us, Geijrge The 
way they do things in this town, they’ll [jrobtibly have 
two or three Ghris’mas dinners in her yet. here in 
the middle o’ the road”-- Jimmy blew out a cloud 
of cig.ar smoke which resulted in the sudden rout of 
a platoon of mosquitoes that, armed to the teeth, 
had been advancing tqton the two—“but th’ thing 
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for us t(i think uliout is this, George Jlancock: 
we come out tilong this line to intike n record, a 
record for country sellin’, didn't m’c? Eh? Well, 
uv 'ain't wrote one sli.are o’ stock since wo left town. 
Now. who lu'ivc we got to tell tliat to, when we git 
btick to tlie olTice? Vou kttow! W'c gf)t to tell it to 
Darius Hell Wlialcy. Wc got to tell D. L. that tlie 
Gretit Reaver is stuck for two liundrcd of cx]ien.se 
tnoncy an' our salaries, ati’ iKjthiii' to show for it— 
for wc can't count them twenty .share.s o’ John 
hk-ith's th.at 1). L. tokl us to go an' got. as he was 
makin’ the caiUtiin a present of them to get his 
ntime on the firm's stationery. Nothin' to show for 
it, George —abs’Iutely nothin’. Now, I ain’t ascared 
of no man livin’; but, befoi'c T face old D. L. with 
a bunch o’ vouchers in one fist an’ nothin’ in the 
other, I want some insurance in a good company. 
J want a sick-an’-accident policy, George. Now 
what are we goin’ to do about it?” 

Little old George Jlancock was much too experi¬ 
enced in jimmy Young’s habits of catcchi.sm to take 
out of jimmy’s mouth any suggestion he might be 
about to m.ake. 

•‘I tell }-ou what we’re a-going to do, George”— 
b'mmy Young hitched clo.se, banged his hand down 
on A'Jr. JlanetK-k’s knee, and made his voice and face 
intense—‘‘we’re going to hire a livery rig, drive out 
among the haystacks, an’ write ipi every Rube 
in this township b’forc night. Then we’ll come 
back an’ have one hell of a blow-out. Hoy, George? 
Is it a go?” Mr. Young straightened back with 
a jerk, his cigar jammed in the corner of his 
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month, his Iic;ul cockal, and his eyes ghjwing a;,'- 
gressively. 

‘‘iL’s a go, Jim,” Mr. Hancock idpcd, raising one 
forefinger and deseriln'ng a prim little circle in the 
air with it. ‘‘linrray!” 

John Beamish, u-itli a flat earix'iitcr's pencil be¬ 
hind his ear, and t.he pieces of his new li.'iy-rack 
ready to be fitted together, looked nji from shavings 
and sawdust to sec the livery rig turn in at his gate. 

'Pile farmer’s mind was always most active when 
his hands were busiest; and :is he worked he ])lamied. 
The antomobilc was on his mind again. j(dni 
Beamish felt he mnst keep np the Beamish name in 
the settlement by buying an antomobilc. 'Phe difli- 
cnlty was, however, that automobiles cost money—- 
not only money, but hca])s of money; and John w.as 
loth to set his bank account back two thons,'md thjl- 
lars. The whole problem, as it pre.sented iLsclf to 
him, was that of picking np two thousand “stray” 
dollars. 

Jimmy Young pnlled np the .smartest livery team 
in (')akbnrn with a jerk, passed the reins to (h'orge 
Hancock, leaped ont of the to])-bnggy, aiifl, strifling 
over, .stop]ied above the place where John Be.arnish, 
blowing the sawdust from the teeth of his hand¬ 
saw, knelt over the notched and bolted length of 
planking wliich was to form i),art of the foundation 
of his rack. 

“Great farmin’ weather,” said Jimmy. 

Jolin Beamish .stood nj), eying the new-comer with 
his customary glance of slow appnaisal. 

“Yes,” he said, passing his palm down his hip 
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Lo dry tliL’ .sweat from it, uiid exlctiding it to meet 
jiniiny's. “Yea, ye.s. (.ireat wcatlier.” 

“Mr.- jimmy shouk llic hand intcrrogativclj' 
and waited, his head tlinist forward. 

“Ueami.sh is the name,” .s.aid the farmer, evenly. 

“Mr. Betmiish, my name i.s Young, and this is 
Mr. ll;mc(jelc, both rcpre.scnting the (dreal. J^eaver 
Trust Comi)any. 'S'ou’ve heard of it, 1 pr’sumc.” 

“1 li.avc not,” said jolin Beami.sh. 

“Well, you’re goin’ to hear of it now,” .s.aid Jim¬ 
my, alT,'Lilly, “an’ when .I’ve done you’ll say it’s lh’ 
best, new.s yon ever lieard in your life. 'The develop¬ 
ment of the Great lietiver 'I’rust, Mr. Beamish” 
(jimni}^ was quoting from tlie man.agerial speceh of 
Darius b. at the last annu.'il meeting) “has exeeeded 
the most .sangwine exjiectations of the dun'cetors.” 

“I don’t doubt your word,” said John Beamish, 
in his heavy way. lie had commenced thinking 
hard, brushing up his mustache with his usual slow, 
reflective gesture. 

d'hc new rack was all completed, oxccjDt the fitting 
together, which would take only a few minutes and 
could be done at any time. Why shotdd he not 
siiend an hour or two of a morning in wliich he had 
nothing particularly pres.sing to attend to, in listen¬ 
ing to what this bluff young citizen had to .say about 
his trust eomjiany? ft miglT, not, probably would 
not, be worth his while, but it would not cost any¬ 
thing to listen. 'There was always the slim chance, 
that he might hear something which would help 
him to solve the problem of the automobile and the 
inviolable bank account. 
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‘‘Put in 3 -our team,” said Jcihn Beamish, loadin.c; 
the way back to the bugj^y and uulKxikiny the traces 
of the horses. “Tlic missus mil be Inis’lin’ dinner 
shortly.” 

Mrs. Julm Beamish was a (luellcd little woman, a 
subject of two rulers—J'lhn as monareli, and Miss 
Mabel Beamisli as ciueen consort. 'I'lie latter had 
been, in a finicky way, oieaninj^ the knives with 
bath brick and a pici-e of ]>otato; but had, as a 
glajice toward tlie window ,acquainted her with tlie 
character of the “comp.any” lier father was bring¬ 
ing into the house, scatlered the knives in all direc¬ 
tions and whisked up-stairs. 

The Galician domestic, who had a f.acc like an 
apple pie, was scrubbing tlie kitchen floor. Mrs. 
Beamish, closing the oven on bread that n'scc 
domed and sa.vory and browning, from a ]jan on 
the upper grate, presented a diffident red face in 
the kitchen doorway, 

Mrs. Beamish's pride of place had not increased 
with her husband’s growing hank account. She wa.s 
still the same humble.hard-wnrking farmtT’s wife she 
had been on the. iKmiesiead twenty years before. 
She had something of a driven look, ahliough John 
Beamish did not drive. He merely m<n’ed along In 
his stubborn, slow way and drew his household 
with him tilong paths that he himself chose. 

'1 here was no ceremony of introduction to 
“Mother,” any more than there would h.avo been 
to one of the chairs that she set out and dusted with 
her apron before she withdrew into the kitchen 
again. 
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^ “Thanky, Missis,” beamed Jimmy Yoinig, put¬ 
ting his iiat, down on tlie table and sitting down 
vigorously, thrusting out each foot in turn to facili¬ 
tate the little hitch he gave to each trousers leg above 
the knee, lie readied into his jiockct for cigars. 
“Smoke, Mr. Beamish. Smoke. George.” 

John Beamish took his cigar, lit it rather awleward- 
ly, and held it between forefinger and thumb, like a 
jiipe. lie had never in his life committed the ex¬ 
travagance of buying a cigar, although he had taken 
economical pleasure from a jiijie since he was seven¬ 
teen. fi'hc others deftly nip])ed and lit uj); I\Tr. 
Hancock, whi> was an inveterate smoker, discharg¬ 
ing the smoke densely through mouth and nostrils, 
and becoming quickly invi.sible down to the knee. 
Jimmy Young smoked in little e.xplosiuns, like puffs 
from a gun. 

Mrs. Beamish, coming on apologetic tiptoes to the 
door between tlic kitchen and the room where the 
men .sat, clo.scd it softly; not that she intended thus 
to enter any jirotest against the cigars, but because 
she always judged by her sense of smell when to 
look at the bread in the oven, and the cigar smoke 
made her olfactories of no virtue. 

“Well,” .said Jimmy, fitting his cigar in the cor¬ 
ner of his mouth, turning his head on one side, and 
slipping his hand within his coat (ready to bring out 
at the psychological moment the sheaf of papers 
in the clastic band), “we’ve come out, m\f partner 
George Hancock an’ T, to spy out the land, like the 
Isrulites. Wc see on every hand”—Jimmy waved 
his cigar in the air—“th’ evidences of an onparrleld 
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prosperity—all over tliis great Western euunlr\’.” 
(Darias L., wlio was the Nap<ileon lh)i]a])arte of 
stock-canvassers, always s.aid, “Oet ’em entliused 
first, an’ you can sell ’em anything”). 

“Crops,” continued Jimmy Young, “is ex’lent. 
The prospec’s of a boimchuss harvest was never 
greater, Mr. Beamish—never greater, I .say. Your 
own crop, Mr. Beamish. I am glad to .see. is among 
th’ best. In fact, th’ be.st I’ve seen. As I ilrove 
along by your fence this momin’, Mr. Beamish, I 
says to George there, says I, ‘George, if 1 wasn't an 
emploi-ee b’ the Great Beaver Trust Com])any, I’tl 
be a farmer.’ But I .am an emplui-ee of that'com¬ 
pany, Mr. Be.ami.sh; an’ I .say to you, right here an' 
now. I’m proud of it! Th’ Great Beaver has b’en 
established at a time when the eyes of all the nations 
is turned west’ard” (this was a good, round clause of 
Darius L.’.s), “an’ it draws its sust’nanee from the 
wealth an’ the promise of millions of acres an’ 
millions of dollars.” 

John Beamish sat with his arm hooked over the 
back of his cliair, and his features, after a country 
habit, working in imitation of those of the s])eaker. 

“The guv’ment of this country”—Jimmy jjaused, 
and looked c.arefully at his host—“is—’’ 

John Beamish cleared his throat and finished the 
sentence, as jimmy h.ad intended he should do. 

“—is in to st.ay,” he .s.aid. t.aking his arm off the 
back of his ch.air and dropi)ing his elbows on his 
knees. “Yes, sir, it’s in to .stay, an’ a good thing 
for the country it is, too.” 

“Ihe guv’rnent of this country, Mr. Beamish,” 
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Jimmy wejn on, liaving cstuhlishcd the point he 
wanted, “is in, as you say, to stay; and it has among 
its memljcrs n<> abler representative tlian Captain 
John Frith. A1.]-*.P. for this con.stilooeney. A man, 
Mr. Beamisli, of somul judgment; a man that’s 
proved Iris business abilitj' by his own succc.ss in 
life 

“Jio’s a good man, all right,” .said John Beami.sh, 
clearing his throat ag.ain. shifting his hat on his 
head, and beating a tattoo with his toes on the floor 
d'hese were all signs Ihtil John Beamish was becom¬ 
ing “cnthti.sed.” A farmer has to go through a lot 
of what is called on the .stage “bu.siness,” before 
he gets his cnthusia.sm to tlte boiling-over point of 
an opinion. 

“Well,” said Jimmy, triumphantly, “do you want 
to sec the autograph of Captain John Frith, M.P.P. ?” 
Jimmy's fingers, which had not yet been wnthdrawn 
from his brca.st jtocket, gripjicd, in preparation for 
the inevitable answer, the captain's stock application, 
witich lie had jircviously arranged for convenient, 
withdrawal bj' leaving it out.sidc the elastic band. 
“Do you want to see his own John Hancock? Eh? 
There, then!” 

The form was whisked out, flipped open, and held 
before the farmer’s eyes. 

“Writes a great fist, doesn’t he?” said Jimmy, 
folding his arms complacently as the former reached 
for the ftrinted form. “Twenty .shares he’s got, see? 
An' that’s only a beginning, the captain told me 
when he signed uj).” 

"He’s a shareholder, eh?” said John Beamish, 
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slowly, as he regarded the doamu'‘nl. Ho loctked 
at the face of it, tunied it slowly over, and lo-Dkcd 
at the back. 

‘M'lT .ain't nothin' on the back.” s;tid Jinnny; 
“the front side is the important jtart. Now, Mr. 
Beamislt, see here”—he drew his chair into Uic cus¬ 
tomary jnxtajtosithm, liis knees si)read out, and his 
forefinger pointing his tvords with little taps on the 
farmer’s forearm —“L never came drivin’ out here 
to sell you stock a,g'in’ your will. I eunie euit to 
show you a good thing, Mr. Beamish, an' to let you 
in on it if you want to come in. If you don't” — 
Jimmy spread out his palms—‘‘there’s no hard fetd- 
in’s. Now what will it he? She’s goin’ at a hun¬ 
dred an’ forty now; increase to sixty next year, sure. 
Ten shares is good; twenty’s better; fifty's dam’ 
good. Avy amount’s ex’lent, Air. Bcami.sh. What¬ 
ever cash you ken s])arc. down—the more the h)ctter. 
because when she’s paid she’s paid an’ it's off y’r 
mind—an’ your own time on your notes. Now you 
like the stock; I ken sec ihat a’ready. Air. Jdeam- 
ish ’ Jimmy ]jullcd out his ap]di('ation blanks and 
his fountain pen—‘‘how much Great Beaver Trust 
Company stock do you want U> subscribe for? Th’ 
more you have th’ more you’ll make when the in¬ 
crease comes. Increase o’ twenty dollars per share 
before this time next year. On a fifty-share boldin’, 
there’s a dear jtrofit of a thousand dollars without 
liftin’ a finger. Small cash payment secures it. 
Now, now. what ’ll it be?” 

'T 11 take,” .said John Beamish, slowly, looking 
at the signature on the application he held in his 
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hand, and thinldnjq; of llie nionoy he needed fur lus 
a\ilomf)bile, "one hiindml sliares.” 

"'rhal’s doin’ il!" roared Jimmy, scribbling 
rapidly. "that's doin’ il. iJerc—sign here, jMr. 
Beamish ’’’ Jimmy, as he held out the jjad of forms, 
ran his fmger.s excitedly through his hair, and 
handefl the fanner his fountain pen. John Beam- 
i.sli, in the scrawling Init clearly written hand in 
which he took .a certain pride, signed his name. 

"What- ea.sh payment will you make now. Wr.— 
Mr. Beamish?’’ said Jimmy, in his "straight bu.si- 
ness” tone, drawing out his recei]tt-lK)ok. 

"I will mtikea cash ]xiymcnt,” said John Beamish, 
takin.g a bill from an old tobacco-sack that he had 
e.xtracted from his jtockcl, unfolding it, looking at 
both sides of it, strip]ling it twice between his fingers 
TO make sure it was not two hills, and passing it over 
slowly—“a ca.sh jmymcnt of five dollars.’’ 

The stairway up which Miss Mabel Beamish had 
passed so kiriskl}’ at the ajtjtroach of the visitors was 
boardcxl in with a single ]tly of boards. In one of 
the boards, near the tojt of the stairway, was a small 
knot-hole at which one might, from the second step 
down, obtain a fine prosjicct of that ])ortion of the 
room where the three men sat. 

To this knot-hole Miss Mabel, who had finished 
what one of her girl acquaintances called ‘‘titivat¬ 
ing,’’ was ])rc].>aring circumspectly to a]->ply her eye. 
She was a jirctty girl, with a certain ‘‘spoiled’’ 
piquance of pursed lips and tilted chin; but the 
effect of her good looks was a little neutralized by 
the circumstance that full consciousness of her 
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endowments abocJe with her for fourteen liours out 
of the tv\'enty-L»ur—at all times, that is to say, 
except wliilc she was as!ee]i. 

She h.-aned down, iint a wisp of brown hair be¬ 
hind her car, and Iwouyht licr eye close to the little 
round hole in the board. Ahnost immediately she 
withdrew it with a little start and .yasp 

“Well, now!” she breathed, starin.y down, with a 
little flush, at the receding row of ste})s beneath her, 
“of all the-~/nw,'” 

Catchin.g her breath a little, and with increased 
caution. Miss Afabel looked again. She saw her 
father sign the slip of jiaper and jiass it back to 
Jimmy. A moment later the mother <»;>cned the 
kitchen door, looked at her husband in timid in¬ 
quiry, and, as John Reamish nodded, came in to 
lay the t.ablc for dinner. 

At this jMiss I^laliel Beamish stood up in the 
stair passage, shook down and ])altefl her skirt into 
neatness, lof)king at the back of it (wer each shoulder 
alternately, drew her g<-ld locket to the c'cnter of 
her dress-bosom, stood still a monu-nt on the step, 
then, her Iweath coming .and going <iuiekly and a 
fine color in her cheeks, .stepjied down-stairs and out 
into the room. 

“Let me set the dinner-table, mah,'' she said, in 
her sweetest company voice. 

Mother Beamish .aecepleil this offer gralefullv, 
and went hack into the kitchen to dish out the 
vegetables. 

Jimmy Young let the remark he w.as abont to 
make concerning the early listing of Groat Beaver 
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sliau's on llie stodc-market, trai' oiT into an inflis- 
tinct inumiur as Miss Makel P-eamish ;,U^])]ied into 
view and lai)])ed sinarily ])asl his diair on her way 
lo the enpi'oanl. Julin Heamish, holding in his 
hand the rei'ei])! wiili Jimmy's ostentatious signa¬ 
ture on till' IxUtom of it, and tliinking hard of the 
live doll.ars it reiiresented, <lid mtt see tht' Idue eyes 
and brown cross glamvs, nor the warning shtike of 
IMiss Afabd’s birddike head, niir jimmy’s almost 
said “'Lo, stninger” su])]>re.ssed :ibruiitJy to a gulp. 

With a smart and saucy swirl of skirts Mabel 
beamish drew the table-dolh from the si<leboard, 
■shook it out deftly and spread it over the table, 
and set on a tumbler of sweet jteas. The dishe.s 
came next, laid in ])lace with .soft little bumjts, and 
followed by the jangle <d' swiftly sftread forks, 
si)oons, and knives. 'I'he girl (.lid not glance at 
Jimmy as she worked, ljut the color deejiened in her 
cheeks. 

“I dunno,” said John Beamish, aloud, jircsently-- 
“young fdl<)w, I dunno.” 

Jimmy .started a little and lo(dved around. Put 
the farmer’s eves iv'ere not on his daughter. 

“I dunno, after all,” said John Peamish. a little 
.sheeihshly, “whether I'll take that there stock T 
whether 1 wun't. Uome to think of it, I need th’ 
money for other things.” 

Jimmy Young o])ened his eyes. “Well,” he was 
about to say. “you’v(‘ just signed your name to an 
ai)plication for .a hundred slaires, ’ain’t, you? It’s 
ag'in’ th’ company’s rules to cancel a stock applica¬ 
tion.” But, looking at Miss Malxd thoughtfully, 
ms 
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he rccnnsitlercd this cnstoman’ iron rrsiionse of Iho 
Great Beaver falcon t(j liis quarry, and, reconsider 
ing it, signaled will] an outward jerk of his thutnL 
to George Hancock to reconsider it tilso. George, 
who hacl also had the conventional resjionsc on the 
tip of his tongtic, witliheld it, in sonic disaiipoinl- 
ment, not unmixed with astonishment. 

“Well, Mr. Beamish.’’ jimmy .said, cordially, 
taking the. reccijjt back from the farnu'r, tearing it 
u]) with .a magnanimous llourish, and handing b.'mk 
the five-dollar bill and the .signed stork a])plietil,ion, 
’Tm not a man"—he swung his hand in the air— 
“and, sir, the Great Beaver ain't the company, fo 
attempt or to endeavor to hold any shareholder in 
th’ corporation that don’t want to be there. Here, 
sir, is your money back. That’s squaar now, ain’t it?’’ 

John Beamish reached out his hand with alacrity, 
but, having received back the bill, folded and put it 
in his pocket ver}' slowly, lie read the stock ajj- 
plication over twice, wrinkling his forehead, pulling 
at the end of his mustache, and glancing iionderingly 
at Jimmy out of the corner of his eye. 

Presently, clearing his throat vigorously, he said. 
“It’s good .stock, ch, boy?’’ 

“Eh?’’ said jimmy, smoothing hastily off his face 
the look he had prepared for Miss Mabel, who would 
shortly emerge from the kitchen door with the 
potatoes and greens. 

“That tlicre's a good buy, you think—that stock?’’ 
said John Beamisli, clearing his throat again noisily. 

“Why, yes,’’ said Jimmy, a little impatiently, 
“it sure is, sir. None better nowhere.’’ 
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"Woll, tlicMi”—John Beamish, very red in the 
face, held out tlie slock ajipliculion again—“I guess 
I’ll be kcciun’ it.” 

“Oh, all right,” said Jimmy, sticking the applica¬ 
tion carelessly into the side pocket of his t:oat. 
“George, make Air. Beamish out another rcceijU 
for his deposit, .and get his notes f'r the balance of 
the ten jier cent 'I'en ])er cent, to be ]Xiid on appli- 
ealion, Mr. Beamish.” 

At this John hlcamish cleared his throat again, 
harder than ever, pulled his caj^ (,)ver his eyes, 
.and stared redly at the lloor beneath the ]rcak 
of it. 

“I’ll not,” he said, hu.skily—“I’ll not make, no 
dej.iosit—not jus’ now. And I never put my name 
to a note.” 

Jimmy did not answer. He had just handed Miss 
Mabel a si)Oon she had drogijred, and had managed 
to touch her hand in the act. 

George Hancock, at the farmer’s last remark, 
looked inquiringly at Jimmy \'oung. Then ho 
grinned—;i long, slow grin—and jammed the book 
of receiiit Id.-mks, and .after it the ])ad of note forms, 
into his coat jiocket. 

“Where .are you going, mah?” Aliss Mabel, in 
the Ivitchen, inquired, as her mother put on an old 
felt hat of the farmer’s. 

“I must go an’ feed them settin’ hens, before din¬ 
ner.” said Mother Beamish. “I should ’vc done it 
long ago, but I b’en that busy, with the bread an’ 
everything—” 

Miss Mabel took the felt hat from her mother’s 
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head, turiK'd up the side of llie bnin, and ]jut it on 
lier own early crown, 

“I’ll j;o down to the staldc an’ feed ihc .settin' 
hens fur yon, mah,” slic said, misinj; lier voice a 
little, .'^ho e.anylit her skirl up d.’iintily. skipped 
throuftli the oulsidc door, and ran down to the 
path which led around (he corner of the stalde to 
the chickcndiouse. jimmy ^'oun[; fid.iteted in his 
chair a moment, w.alchin;,' her out of siyhl; llu-n. 
turning to George' Hancock, lie sufldenly hurst out: 

“Cr-rcat jumpin’ jch<ishaphat, George'” 

‘‘What’s broke loo.se now?” inquired Mr. Hancock, 
a little startled. 

‘‘That liveryman in Oakbiirn said wc wasn’t to 
put them horses in the same .stall. He .said that 
roan would kick the daylights iiut o’ the black one, 
if they was tied together.” 

‘‘I'd better go down an’ change ’em, then, hadn’t 
I?” .said George Hancock. 

“No,” said jimmy, getting up quickly, “vou 
fini.sh your cigar, George. I’m done mine. I'll 
’tend to ’em. Guess J'd better do it before dinner, 
too. Won't take five minutes.” 

Jimmy plunged for has hat and. jogging briskly 
.across the chipqijlc out.a'dc tlic door, disapiiearcfi 
presently around the end of the red barn. After he 
left the room John Rcami.sb, -me ved sluggishly in his 
chair, .s.at up, leaned forwnrrl, and l.aid his hand on 
little George Hancock’s knee. 

‘‘Stock’s not much good, eh?” he said, with a 
crafty c.xpression. 

George Hancock leaned over and put his mouth 
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close to tlic farmer’s ear. John Reami.sh waited, 
his licad on one side, and <3n his face a smile of in- 
len.se appreciation of his own shrewdness. 

“H'hal sUjek." .saifl Georf^e. in a wet and tiekliii.^; 
whisjrer tlnit sent shivers down llie fanner's Itaek, 
“is ;is good tis the wlietit. Now don't tell nobody 
I told you!’’ 

jimmy Young, separated from view of the hou.se 
by tlie e(jrner of the big red l.):irn, .skiekened his ]):iee 
and tiptoed softly to the door of tlie .structure 
tlirough who.se wtirited boards came tlie humming 
of Miss Mabel as she stood .and threw food from 
her ajjron to the four surli’ lietis in their slatted 
boxes. 

“lioo!’’ said Jimmy, appearing suddenly in the 
dui irway. 

“C)-ohl’’ exclaimed Miss Mabel, drojiping the end 
of her .aj^ron and .s])illing the I’csl of the ehieken 
feed, “Gh. you seared me, you' . . . But you 
shouldn’t Je.av<' the house like that. Pah will be 
I'omiiig down to see what you are tifter. Pic doesn t 
know I know von.” 

“Sure he don’t,” ,said Jimmy. “That's why he 
won’t bother cornin' down here. Anyway, i ni su])- 
liosed to be lookin’ to .see that our team ain’t kickin’ 
e.aeh other into next week.” 

“Oh, you are, eh?” .s.aid Miss Mabel, te.asingly. 
“Well, have you looked, or arc you just go¬ 
ing to?” 

“I ’ain’t looked, and I’m not going to,” said 
jimmy, coming a little ne.arcr. “'] hem two plugs 
wouldn’t touch each other. 'Phey b’en acquainted 
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since the lieijinnin' o’ tnne. Well, how you bi'cn, 
.'ill tin's while’ f never knew you lived out here. 
When arc you cornin’ to the city aijain.’'’ 

“Never,” s:iid Miss Mabel, a little j,doonii]y, as 
she made a iireieiisc of scoopin.ij up some of the 
spilled chicken feed. “.Auntie’s moving away from 
that place where I was visiting her. That two 
weeks is the only time f ever spent away from this 
old farm, or ever wall spend, f gue.ss—” 

“ Unle.ss,” broke in Jimmy, reaching for one of tin; 
hands that Afiss Mabel h.ad tucked beneath her 
aijron, “unless— What was it you told me, that 
day in the park?” 

“ Pah will be down here d'rcetly,” said Miss M.abel, 
irrelcv.antly, yielding her h;ind slowly, as the color 
rose in her cheeks. “Don't, now--don't. Aw, 
don't!” 

She made as if to pull her hand away; but Jimmy, 
slijjping an arm m-oimd her neck, put his big Ijrown 
palm beneath her chin, tilted her head back, and 
kissed her summarily. 

“It’s all O. K., then, is it. Sweetness?” he .said, 
holding her. 

“Y-yes,” said the girl, “but don’t tell pah—not 
yet.” 

“I won’t tell pah,” said Jimmy, warmly. 

Jimmy Young and George Tfancock sat pensively 
on the seat of the livery buggy that evening, jog¬ 
ging toward town. 

^ “George,” .said Jimmy, breaking a long period of 
silence, the only punctuation of which h.ad been an 
occasional chuckle or a drumming of his feet on the 
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Irnttnin hoards r)f the rig—“George, ihid travelin’ 
business is hell, ain't it?’’ 

“We gut a IniTidred shares unloaded, anyway, 
jimmy,’’ said George. 

‘“'I'licm hunderd’s a dickens of a lot o’ good,’’ 
observed jimmy; “no cash, no notes. If I w.as to 
send that aiiplication in to o]’ ]). L,. ]’d get fired, 
anyway, even if 1 w.asn’t goin’ to (jiiil the job.” 

“Unit the job!” George Hancock caught his 
breath in amazement. 

“Qtiit, and settle down. George,” went on Jimmy. 
“It’s ih’ only w.ay. m.an. Look at us! Chasin' 
'round all over the country; , ealin’ anjovhere; 
shovin’ this stix'k down jicoplc’s throats; no home, 
Tiowheres to go to. Oh, it’s particular hell! D’you 
know what I’m a-goin’ to do?” 

“AV'hat?” incjuircd George Hancock, swinging 
.'iround and blinking his curiosity. 

“Take that job o’ clerkin’.” 

George Hancock gulped and blinked; then, turn¬ 
ing, eyed his companion solicitously. 

“ ^'ou 'ain’t got a kind of n ]iain .anywheres in your 
head, Jim, boy, h.ave you ?” he said, earnestly. “You 
b’en workin’ too hard. I told 3 'ou you was. You 
ought to come straight back to town an’ lay oIT for 
about a month.” 

“George,” .said Jimmy, .solcmnl}^—“George, ol’ 
socks, I ain’t bughou.se, .an’ I ain’t drunk, an’ 1 
ain't dre.amin’. I’m goin’ to put these horses in the 
stable—” 

“There’s the liveryman at. the door, now, a-watch- 
in’,” warned George Hancock, as they rattled 
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(IcAvii the Si ill. t-'veilin!,'sl ru't "f iiiiklnini. “Betirr 
pull the li'ani down lo a walk fur the rest o' the way. 
They’re sweatin’, an’ he'll be chargin’ us e.Mry.” 

“ — I’m a-i^uin’ to ]iut this team in." eonlinued 
Jimmy Yotmg. ‘‘an’ ,uo ri,i;ht. 115 ) and .see that man 
JMcLeod about, the elerkin’ job, betore we set down 
to su]>]vr. lie was talkin' straight at least, ’ m 
pretty sure he was. If 1 lind hi' wa'^n t. I’ll ]Hish 
iiis fare in before 1 come away, for makin' a fool 
o’ me." 

"Don’t do anythint; you mi^ht Ix' sorry for." 
.said the prudent Georee, thinkinj; of the size oi 
R. Mebeod 

“I like this here neighborhtiod," eontimied Jim¬ 
my, pen.sively; "1 eertainly do. d'hese simple 
country plaees, Ge<wge; it's funny d’hey don't 
seem to strike you at .all when you lirst come here. 
Then, after you sec the sun set out here a couple 
n’ times—’’ 

"It’s b’en a-rainin’ the two night.s we been here.’’ 
objected the matter-of lact Air. Hancock. 

"—you get to kind o' like it, George—to kind 
o’ like it. . . .’’ 

Jimmy la])sed "dT into pen.sivcncs.s tigain, his hand 
caressin,g his chin. 

"That bre.ak ab<iut the sun,’’ mused Air. Han¬ 
cock, "give him aw-ay. 1 know' nowd" 
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rSLAY SrnnOL 

CRNIE HEDFORD stood at the door of Islay 
^ school house lie had come early, got. tlic 
place unloi.-ked and aired, and covered the black- 
hoard with mental gyinnast.ies in the shape of figures 
in all combinations. 1 -le had taken some stencils 
and colored chalk, and had put a little border of 
(•on\'cntiona] pattern around thc' blackboard, ^'hc 
band of transfigured dust-motes extending from the 
east windo\v-] 3 ane to a bright square on thc floor 
told of his industry in aiujther direction. 

Islay had been a place of beginnings, in the mat¬ 
ter of thc %vork of its prc\dous pedagogues. Gnc 
had begun a school library, fl'his cnterpri.se was 
repre.scntcd by half a dozen volumes, in all stages 
of dismantling, from that of being coverless to thc 
further disaster rciircscTUcd by a commencement at 
page 103 . Another teacher had started a .system 
of monthly reports, which each pupil was supposed 
to take home at thc end of thc month, get the 
parents’ signature, and return to the teacher next 
morning. But this had evidently been abandoned, 
the trouble seeming to lie (judging from a parental 
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comment scratchily inked at tlic hultoin of one re¬ 
port fonn) in tlie facL tliai I.izzic Whiteman hat] 
been given more marks llian our Jennie, and tlie 
last teacher thought Jennie was tlie smartest girl in 
the class. Vet another teacher had .started or¬ 
ganize a iennis club (this, Ernie thnugln, miglit 
])<)ssibly have l>cen liis immediate pretleeessor. as a 
movement in tlie direction of tennis was oliviously 
intended to cimy favor with the "big girls" of the 
school); but the only thing that seemed to liave 
been bought was the balls, which still lay immacu¬ 
lately in the drawer of the precepiorial desk. 

Ernie turned from his place in the donrw.ay and 
looked back into the room. One sehoolful of chil¬ 
dren is very like another; and this jdac'c remindefl 
him rather strongly of th.at which ho had attended 
as a ])upil. not .so very long ago. 

There were the faderl and polished smof)thncss of 
the old scats, the ink-stains and scratches on the 
desks. 'Phere was an old primer keeping a cracked 
slate company in one of the hack desks; attd Ernie, 
picking up the pn’mer, rcmembiTed. as he looked 
at the front png('—not the page with "cat; a cat, 
the cat,’’ hut the juibli.shers’ preamble—-remembered 
how he laid desired b' skip all the cat, rat, pen. iioy 
run in the sun business, and read stuff like that 
cryptogram under the ln'ml of "Preface." He re- 
memlicred further how a boy had drawn his atten¬ 
tion away from the dejecting fact that then' was no 
royal road to .small print and l.hg words, by offering 
'o interpret the heading of the page; explaining 
p w the inter])rctcr’s big brother, who knew ever>'- 
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thing, had said “Preface” sinod for “Peter Ros.s 
Eats Fish .and Catches Eels,” .and tluit backward the 
reading was “Eels Catches Alligators, Father liais 
R;iw I’oi.at'ies ” 

Emic turned back to the fl 3 --lc.af of the primer. 
Hero he found, in lines that ended on the n'ght side 
of the page an inch lower than they commenced on 
the left side, tliis legend: 

When I .am Olr] and in My Grave 
And all My hoans .are Rolien, 

Tliis Lite! Rm)l< wil 'IVll my n.aim 
Wen 1 .am Quite forgnltcti, 

Steal Not tins Imok for Fear, for shame 
For Now 3'Ou know the Owners name 
wilhe Whiteman. 

At the ixtttom of the same page was this state¬ 
ment and wtirning concerning the s.acred rights of 
jjrujjcrty; 

Staal not this Book foi fear of Your life 
for the ()wner etirries a big j.atk-knife. 

Crowded into one corner, under the la.st, was this 
cou.\ing couijlet : 

If my girl’s name you wish to find, 
turn to page forty-nine. 

But Ernie smiled sajhently. .Tic had been dujued 
in thtit w.'iy a numljcr of years before. He knew 
he should find on page forty-nine, 

If you further want to look. 

Just turn to the back of the book, 

US 
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and that at tlie bade of the book he would find 
a nide drawing; of a profile unth the thumb ])ressed 
against the point of the nose and tlic four fingers 
extended derisively. 

There was a nistling on the path that led up 
through the bushes; and Ernie, looking, saw a tall, 
freckle-face boy, his trousers ending at his mid-calf, 
come sidling into \new. He had l_)een standing be¬ 
hind a tree, .studying the new teacher and waiting 
for the next boy. 

But, now that the new teacher had c.aught sight 
of him, he came out from behind the tree and edged 
slowly up to the school-hotisc door, going sidewise 
like a crab. 

“Good morning,’’ said Ernie, reassuringly. 

Islay people were folk of few words; and the boy 
merely smiled sheepishly, and stood, moving his toe 
on the gravel. 

“I suppu.se you want jmur old desk again, that 
you had last term?'’’ said Ernie, intuitively. 

“Yes, sir,” .said the Iwy. 

“Wliat’s your name''” inquired Ernie, sitting down 
unconventionally upon the step. 

“Art iVJorgan,” the boy answered, .as he squatter! 
on the banking, dangling his iKUrks, which were held 
tugetlier by a harness-strap. 

“Live far from iierc'” Ernie inquired, chewing the 
end of a gnass-sialk. 

“Three mile,” said Master Morgan. 

“Weil,” said Ernie, “\’ou’re goorl .and early. I 
like to .see a boy come early, ’.specially when he has 
a long piece to come. Do you like school 
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■‘Oh. il ain't bad,” said Art Morgan, “when they 
don't .save all the chore.s for nic to do after J get 
home nights.” 

There was silence for a few moments. Then 
Master Morgan, looking up with a grin, said; 

“I never luanted much fr'm the last teacher. 
They fired him.” 

“A boy.” .said Ernie, severely, ‘‘that wants to 
learn will learn. Undonstand that, nty boy.” 

Two little white frocks aitpearcd, far down the 
glade. 

“Here's Stewart.ses a-comin’,” said Art. “OV 
Bill Stewart—Tomb.stonc Bill, they call him— 
thinks thetn two kids has got to have the. best <rf 
everything. They had a special .school-tnectin’ last 
term b’cau.se Liz Stewart didn't get the desk near 
the stove, for the cold weather.” 

“What .subject do you like .studying?” inquired 
Ernie, to stem the tide of district gossij). 

“What .subjic'?” Art Morgan considered, weight- 
ilv. “Well, 1 dunno. tine of 'cm's about as bad 
as another. I hate iogrefey like the devil.” 

“Like arithmetic^’’ inquired Ernie. 

“Oh, it ain’t too itad,” said Master Morgan, 
“when I’m give sums that’s easy did.” 

The Misses Stewart, who looked to be about the 
ages of eight and leti. drew near, d'hey had been 
looking Itard at the new teacher as they came tip 
the trail; but as they crossed the dusty sjtace in 
front of the school door Miss Lizzie set her eyes 
primly before her, shook Maudic into dccoronsness, 
too, and swept past the teacher into the school- 
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house. There, with mudt fuss and jieriods of .qos 
sipy lillle wiii.sjierinj'S, they eliose out a .seat, packed 
their buuk.s into it, and. swee]iin,e: <'ul a.eain pa.st 
tltc leticher witltout s]Jeakmp^ went off to I'iek some 
flowers to put in tlie empty ink-bottle on their (leak 

“Here's Roscue,’’ said An Morgan, beaming 
“Hello, Ros!" 

“Hello youi'self an’ .see how you like it!’’ said 
a recl-faeod boy, looking at the teav-her with a kind 
of humorous shee])ishness as he came u]) the jiath, 
twinkling-eyed. As he passeil Art Jvlorgan he 
grabbed him by the bare toes and hauled him along, 
sitting, for about three feet; tlien let him go and 
capered jiast the teacher into the sidtool-house. 

“Ros don’t leant anything,” said Art Morgan to 
the tciachcr, as he grinningly ]tickcd himself u]i and 
retumed to his place on the banking, “lie’s here 
for divilment.” 

“Look! Yon’s Dave IMartin a-coinin’ up the 
trail. See?’’ Art observei] again, presently (he had 
constituted himself, after his usuai fashion, oflieial 
announeer of the gathering). "He’s the snir-rn’ 
kid' He don't take no back-talk from nobody-- 
Dave don’t.” 

Ernie Bedford’s blood stirred .somewhat as lie 
glanced toward the road, along which Morton’s son 
swung at a springy stride, his eyes on the ground. 

“Hey, Dave! Hack to school again,” Art Mor¬ 
gan essayed, sociably, as the big boy came within 
earshot. 

Dave ATorton did not cc'cn glance at the sjieaker. 
His eyes were on the teacher. Ernie, with a ploas- 
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ant, unwavering steadiness, retnmed the look, 
nodding a silent and anned “good nionting" as 
young Mortnn, i)assing him without a word, entered 
the school-liouse. 

Tliere was a nistle behind Ernie. Art Morgan, 
grinning from e;ir to ear, looked over the teacher's 
shoulder. Ernie half-involuntarily turned, atid was 
just in time in catch on the face of Roscoe Boyd, 
Jsla\'’s humorist, tla; ntost (.-omical l)urles(|ue jios- 
sible of J)ave's e.xpressicm. ]le smiled, in spite of 
Jiimself. 

“You m.ade the teacher laugh, even,’’ said Art 
Morgan. ".Show liiin what the last tc.aeher looked 
like, now, Ros.’’ 

But Roscoe. who had a shrewder sense of the pro¬ 
prieties, odgeti redly out of sight. He reap])eared, 
howcv('r, itt a moment, to cross the door-step with 
a run .and a jumij and butt into an immensely fat 
boy who had just dismounted from a bugg}' that 
liad then driven away. 

“Egh!” said the fat boy, staggering a little. 
“L’oul what you’re doo-in’ there, Boyd! Don’t 
get smart." 

‘A'un’s Fat 'Waghorn,” .said Art. “Tie’s that fat 
he’s got to be brung to school in the buggy.” 

Alfie Waghom, stejijnng slowly and staringly, his 
eyes fastened so intently ujion the teacher that he 
stumbled i)onderously .at all the unevennesses in the 
]Wth, came to within ten feet of the door-step and 
stopp(‘d, twisting his hands. 

“The teacher ain’t cross,” said Art Morgan. 
“Come on.” 
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“Pie wnin't bite j-oia, AVaggic,” saifl Roscoe, over 
the fat boy's shoulder. “Teaclier, lliis htTc tonk 
the first prize at the fat-stoek show in tkikbum last 
fall. He weighs more 'n his clad, an’ his dad’.s 
thirty-five years older 'n him.” 

Attention was diverted at thi.s moment by some¬ 
thing that the teacher conld not see, althongh he 
conld hear the .sound of hoof-beats on the trail be¬ 
yond the bushes. 'I’hc bciys, ineludittg even the 
friendly and talk.ative Art .Morgan, eliargerl in .a 
racing pack across the ba,seb;ill-ground. Roseoe 
won to the front and plunged intn the thicket with 
a whoop, rctuming pre.sently, oven before the others 
had reached the bushes, with a bridle-rein in his 
hand, at the end of which trotted a plum]) little 
pony. Astride of the pony was a girl, a hat with 
flowers around the crown hanging c.areles.dy ;i1 the 
back of her neck. Her hair w.as tumhlctl bv the 
wind into brown curls that framed a small, viv.acious 
face in which two bright eyt's that matched her hair 
in color danced and twinkled Her wjiist, of ,snme 
black stuff dotted with white, w.as cut low, showing 
a round little neck, ]ioised cornKStishly and su])- 
porting daintily the small head, with its egg-tip of 
chin that drew down into ;i little dimpled point 
when she sntiled. 

The 1x)ys had all formed themselves into an 
escort. Roscoc defended the bridle-rein, with hu¬ 
morous little pushes, from all cruners. Dave Morton, 
scowling ,about him chtillengingly, had taken his 
place next the saddle, from which it was his fashion 
to lift Carrie Leslie down—,a ]:)rooecding which that 
140 



ISLAY SCHOOL 

active iilile damsel resented, but to whieli site siib- 
initted liecausc .she did not want to “goi l);u'e 
mad.” Art jMctr^nn h;id commenced to unliuckle 
tlic saddlc-Kirth. 

‘‘lIiTc she is," said Ro.scnc, a.s the jttroup drew 
near to wltcrc the teacher .sat, "the best little ball- 
pl.-iyer in Islay Cairic, the new tc.'icht'r’s ]irnmised 
us a lickin’ all round. ’.Ain’t you, 'I’c.'K'her?” 

1-Xave Morton. ])re.s.sin,t; iealously clo.sc, lifted her 
to the ground; Art Morgan, h.ad the .saddle ofT and 
in the schoril lobby in a few seconds; and Roscoe 
led the ]jony olT to the shed. Allie W.apdiorn, who 
had been sadly behind in the first nice, had made 
u]) by divin.cj behind the door in the lobby and 
securing the smooth and much-handled basi'ball bat 
of last tenn, which he held out,-with a hea\y .yrin, to 
Carrie, .bhe took it and .swunp^ it around her head. 

"Come on, boys! 1 pick Ro.seoe for the other 
captain!” 

Roscoe came runnin from the .shed, caught the 
bat, hand-measured it with Carrie three times, in 
competition for first choice of men. Roscoe won. 
lie looked lon.itinitly at Dave Morton; but Dave 
frowned and held up a doubler] fist at him. Sud¬ 
denly Roscoe loriki'fl toward the trail, and came to 
a trium])hant decision with; 

"Here’s Wes Russell. 1 chose We.sley. Come 
on, Wes. A’ou’rc on my side. We’re jtoin’ to get 
licked, but we ain’t goin’ to get whitewashed, Wes.” 

Wesley was the Adonis of Iskiy- -a trim-built br>y. 
with a Byronie head and curly hair; good-looking 
without girlishness. 
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“W(\s is ;i dfim’ fiood-lookin’ kid, bill he ain’t no 
si.s.sy,” even his rivals said. He sanniered np, look- 
ini; around him witli a jileasant inflilTerenee, and 
took his place lieside Kosi'ue. Miss Carrie liad al¬ 
ready chosen Dave Morion; anti the seleclum of 
sides ended up with Alfle Wayhorn, wh<an Rusetie, 
choosing, griiiped by the shoulder, waving his cap 
around his head. 

“Hooray!” he .shouted, as ho led the fat boy away. 
“I gtit th’ be.sl man in the bunch.” 

Tlic only ones not chosen were the Misses Sttnvarl, 
who preferred to stand ]»rimly apart, h;ind in hand, 
and watch the game. Just before ci.inunencing Afiss 
Carrie had a bright idea. 

“Aha!” she said. “]’m going to make .sure of this 
game, boys. Teacher! f clioose le;icher!” 

But Ernie diplomatically slurok his hcail. “f’ll 
be referee,” he saitl, getting up from the stc]) and 
coming down to the center of the diamond. 

“Well, then,” said Carrie, glancing .arountl, “I 
choose Annie Ru.ssell.” Wt'sley’s sister, who was 
almost as plump as Allie W.aghorn, h,ml just, arrived. 

'riie game commenced. Ro.seoe pitching and Carrie 
at the bat. Roscoc's o.slent.atious twirl was <ieftly 
stopped and shot from the end of Mi.ss Carrie’s 
bat over the fence, away into the border of a wheat- 
fiehl beyond. 

Roy Perrier, a stout .six-year-okl with a big bend— 
“an’ nothin’ in it,” Roseoc .said—arrived and flung 
down his book-bag in time to race into tlie \vhe;it 
after the ball. 

“Wc got to quit n-fieldin’ in Charlie Tinker’.s 
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wheal,” said llic jirudcni. Arl Alorj^nn, lo the toaclier. 
‘‘Yon’s Cliarlie’s slianly—an’, by liokcy! I liclicvc 
1 hat’s him a-eoinin’ over hen; now! Charlie he 
jiiiit lays in wait for an extnise t<j raise a ruminis. 1 
bet he’.s b’on a-.se1lin’ by the knot-hole in his stable 
door, waitin’ for that brdl to into his wheat-field.” 

“V:i, that's Charlie coinin’ acrost,” corroborated 
Rosroe, "nnniny and turnin'^ a .sonicnsaiilt. 

Charlie 'I'inkcr was a b.'iehelor, with a bald head 
which, when it was hidflen under the, old felt hat he 
wore at work, at mi-al-limes, and sometimes in bed, 
made him look only ten, in.stead of twenty years 
older than he really was., Jle was .snpernaturally 
thin, wholly nnwhiskered e.xcept. for a tuft of .ip'ccn- 
ish-ycllow hair at each end of his upper li]!, brown 
and wrinkled as a baked jiotato, and with a voice 
like a hay-fork dnawn alonj:; the corral fence. 

lie started qu.'irrcling before he was within ca,r- 
shot, fliiyyin.y out his arm toward the .abused whcal- 
field like a conjuror catchiny quarter-dollars in the 
air. iibb('rino and norldiny, tri]ipin,q: over Ropher- 
holes, occa,sionally noddint; his bat off, trampiny 
upon it anrl jiast it, and tiirnin.tt back to ])ick it up, 
without ceasin.!,' his flow of lanoua^e. 

The only movement in the j^rou]) wat.chin,c: these 
phenomena w.as made by Koscoc, who, his eyes 
popping, ran over and, with an immense disjilny of 
trepidation, climbed to the tO]i of the shed. 

“It ain’t so much the grain I mind,” Charlie 
Tinker’s voice; came, growing more audible as he 
advanced—“it ain’t so much the grain 1 mind, as 
the principle of the thing. They could just as easy 
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bal th’ balls the ulhrr way and field ’em in Bill 
Stewart's grain, as they could in mine, i’m goin' 
to have .a trnsteo-meetin’, ] am. 1 yam. i don’t 
care what comes tier goe.s- -I don’t care if they have 
to nm}i; I lie sclinal. d'his thing I'an't go on. Tli' 
line has got to be drawed .somewheres . . .” 

"Tie’s a son of a moo.se to t.alk,” .said Art Morgan, 
.voT/o TWO’, as Charlie Tinker turned in ;it the sc'hool- 
yard gate, "lie wun’t let you sli]) in a word till 
he’s through; an’ when he’s through he’ll ast. you 
for the full of a pipe o’ tobacco, an’ go." 

lirnie Bialford motioned Art into .silence, and 
ste)i])ed forward. 

"Good morning'" he .said. 

"Good morning, hell!" said Charlie Tinker, stop¬ 
ping before the teacher with his eyes shut and one 
hand intermittently swinging abov(‘ his head, shak¬ 
ing there a moment, and then descending with a 
smack into his other palm, "1 ain’t here to e.xehange 
no flattci-ies, J’m here stric'ly on business. I don’t 
can', 1 won't stand it; 1 don't have to, an’ that 
settles it, if 1 have to build a cast-iron wall about 
my, liremises fifteen feet high. It ain’t the grain 
they squash flown; it. ain’t the frenehweed they 
e,aiTy into my ficki between ihf'ir everl.astin’ young 
tfics; it ain’t the fact - ” Charlie Tinker drew out 
an immense watch with dnimatic suddenness. "Thcit 
-school should ’a’ b’en in fifteen minutes ago—’’ 

‘T'our time’s fast,’’ said Brnic Bedford. "Now 
see here— ’’ 

"Bee here, nothin’." Charlie Tinker jammed his 
watch into his pocket, closed his eyes again, tilted 
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his licad back, and swunR liis arm aRain tn its ex- 
]K)silor}' position al)ovc his licad. “I’m doin' the 
talkin’, I hcv the floor. I’m Roin’ to say what I came 
to say, an’ that’s this; Ry the ho.aly Mackinaw! 1 
ain’t a-Roin’ to put ii]) with it, d’ye liear? It’s tlie 
j)rineij)le of tlie thiiiR, ii ain’t nothin’ else, 'rhey 
can eha.se my calves into the mud, whore they sli]) 
an’ Rot their ankles s])raint ; they can tease nn' stud¬ 
horse till he smashes the ]xisiur’ Rate to rcI to ’em 
{] ho]in he Rcts .aholt of one of ’em; they’ll let him 
alont' then): they can soak my hens with chunks o’ 
sod an’ rocks till they have to hide aw.ay back in the 
brush to Ret their crrs laid—they can do any mortal 
tliiiiR they ]3leas(', if they’ll only take a half a day 
off an’ tonuent snme one else for a change. It’s the 
princi])le of the thing 1 7uind. d'here’s my broncos 
ROttin’ uneasy. I got to be gettin’ back an’ finish 
that corner o’ jdowin’ before noon. How long was 
you teachin’ befrwe you enme to bslay? Never mind, 
you call tell me ag’in. Have you any smokdn’- 
tobacco on you’ Don't fi'teh it to school, eh? 
Well, that’s too bad. fi'his is ,'i fine piece o' country 
'round here. Come over some night and I’ll show 
you the biggest potato you ever seen in all your 
bom dtiys. ,So long!’’ 

The air settmed very still ;is Charlie Tinker 
teetered out .again through the gate. 

“Is it safe to come down now?’’ 3 'elled Roscoe, 
from the shed roof. 

“Quite safe, young man," said Ernie Bedford, 
“and it’s time school was in. fine of you boj-s ring 
the bell.’’ 
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Arl Morgan and Roscoc Boyd r.acod for the- srliool- 
honsi- dour nock and nock. Kosooo amvod first, 
lihingod inside, and ]>ro.sentIy oiniTgod with Uio Itell, 
which he rang from ihe door-slO]' wit,It extraonJinary 
vigor, jinn])ing np and down, tigging from side; to 
side, and at ititercads going through llic motions 
of a hig-letigni; jalchor winding uj) for a throw. 

‘‘That’s enough,” .said Ernie, smiling at the boy 
as Ite reached the door. ‘‘Give me the bell now, and 
eome in,” 

Roscoe, wiilt one final vigorous shake of the instru¬ 
ment, reliiKjttished it, tossed his Itat over a hocjk, 
and, with a run and a slide, slungied dciwn into his 
seat. The other boys enterc-d in much the same- 
way—pnmmeling, shouting, crowding in tlirough the 
doors higgledy-]hggK-dy. liven the girls (.hattered 
fearlessly, tagging one another timid sqnetiK .-md 
gig.gling as they proeeeded by the innet roundabout 
way to their resi'ioctive di-sks. 

Emie sat behind tlie table ;ii the front of (lie rciom. 
looking straight iiefore him without wonl or ehange 
of feature, until the hist jnipil was seated. Tlien he 
.stood u]5. 

‘‘Boys .and girls of fd.ay sehonl,” he .said, and tit 
something in Ins t-me the unruly ehtHlering .and 
kmghlcr was lnish<'d ;nni a si-ore of iwight, 'Titica] 
eliild eyes turned liis way. "in a minute or two we 
will start the first day's work of a new tenn. Now, 
before we eommenee, tiiere is one thing i wtmt yoti 
to get clearly itito y<iur minds tmd keep it there. 
Wc .arc; here for work, not play. Play as mncli as 
yon like during recess and noon, tind uut.sidc school 
i.)G 
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hours, but in hero tlicrr musi bo quietness, order, and 
W)rk. Further, ymi iiiusl never aj^ain come into 
Ibis seliof)l-roi.m the way you did just now. ]Iero- 
after, when the l)ell calls you, you will first h.anji 
Uji your hats in the lobby, and then go iiaek and 
lonn in twr.i rows oui.side the door—tlic girl.s in the 
right-liand row and llie boy.s in the left. The girl.s 
will then file in first and lake their setils; after them, 
the lioys, going stniiglu to their desks without noise 
or <‘rowding. Fn.nn the time that you form in line 
the talking must sto]i. 

“Dave Morton, you said something just now to 
Wesley Russi'll. What was it vou said?” 

^'oung Morton looked uj) quickly from a middle 
seat, where, he sat in a careless attitude, Ids elbow 
'in the desk, his feet out in the .ai.slc 

“It's none of your blc’imecl business,” he said, 
with slow, deliberate insolence; “but I’ll tell you, 
if you want t<.' know. 1 saici you must think you 
was runnin’ a regiment or somethin’, instead of a 
school.” 

“You stand uii!” .said Ih’nie Fedford, coming 
around to the eml I'f the table, his voice <.okl, his 
face calm, luit every nerve in his str.'u’,ght, well-set- 
uj) body tingling 

“\hiu go to belli” e.'imi' ])rom])tly from the dc.sk. 
“If you think you I'an mtike me stand up, eomc on 
over here an’ try it 

Frnie i-ame a step forward, then paused. 

“Now. Dave,” he said, evenly, “1 want you to 
understand, before this goes any further, th:it ] am 
nut picking on you cspeeitilly. Evcrjdxidy else in 
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ihc room was listening quievh' till yon broke in r\-iih 
that remark to Weslej'. If this sclrool is to be run 
properly I must have order and obedience from ever\’ 
one alike—you as well ;js the rest. If you will a]>oln- 
gizc for c'our language I’ll let the matter drop. It 
.seems a kind of a pity, tkiesn’t it, that we must have 
trouble of this sort on our opethng day.'” 

“Want to back down, (b'” The sentence was 
jerked out eontemjiluously. Then then' came a 
great creak of the woo<len desk as Dave Morton 
rose, vaulteil right over it like a young panther, 
came down lightly in the middle of the v.'ieant S]):iee 
between the front row of forms and the teaclier's 
t;ible, unci, straightening and striking in one move¬ 
ment, drove his fist, into the schoolmaster's face 

The thing was .lone .so swiftly that Ernie Bedford 
had no time to do mor.' than take the one ((uick 
backward step which relieved the force of the blow. 
Young Morton, stepping in eagerly, followed it up 
with anotlrc'r. 

The inevitable fight wa.s oit. The other pujiils, 
glued to their seats, stared ten.sHy tind whilcly. 
One of the iilLle Stewart girls startc'd to cry. 

Ernie Bedford, his mouth bleeding copiously, de¬ 
cided at once that this ea.se mu.st lie h.-mdlc'd with 
fists, not strap, and came bark witli slinging short- 
arm blows, right and left. I'herc was little room 
to move, for he was back .against the wall now, Uie 
great boy prc.ssing iiim hard with fists that had al¬ 
most a man’s jiowcr !)ehind them. Dave's angry 
and vigorous start had given liim an initial advan¬ 
tage, and he followed it uji by fighting like a tor- 
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nado. Every one of iirnie’.^ fjuiek, calculated, care¬ 
fully measured, jarring jabs (as they arc called in 
ring parlance) wliieh reached the boy .seemed only 
to madden him and increase his strength. 

The teacher, working around gradually until his 
back was away from the wainscot, stepped back sud¬ 
denly. with the id<'a <.''f getting room to fight with 
longer swings and to bring a little bo.xing .science 
into play. Hut in baking this backward step he set 
his heel on the blackboard brush, which had fallen 
from its ledge to the floor. J ie .slijii)ed, caught vain¬ 
ly at till! wiiiflow-sill. ;md fell, 'riicre were no rules 
to this combat; .and I )ave, who had felt the force 
behind Ernie’s short-arm jabs and was beginning 
to realize that being a teacher evident.ly did not 
necessarily imply that a ma.n could not fight, prompt¬ 
ly followed up this advantage chance had given him 
by dashing in and kicking Ernie in the face (kicldng 
is “allowed"in a rough-and-tumble'). Then, throw¬ 
ing himself on the teacher as he lay half-stunned by 
the kick, the youth ])inncd him down with one him- 
flred and si.\ty pounds of springy, cat-like w'eight - 
roughing him, pummeling him, banging his head 
ag.ainst tho floor. 

Ernie, dizzily, and even at the exiiense of leaving 
his face, ^vhich was now' a red pul]), ])artially un¬ 
guarded. cxtendcfl his left hand on the floor at the 
point where his head was being impacted against 
it by young Morton, who had gripjjcd him by the 
hair, 'i'he .sjiread fingers and palm thus acting as 
a kind of cushion, Ernie, as his vision cleared, thrust 
his right hand u]) and cupjted his antagonist’s chin. 
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ptishinj; 13ave's hca'l Eack and prcst-nlli' causing his 
lurso as a wliolu tt» lilr backward. 

Young iMorlon soon .sliook and tore the levering 
arm away; but to do this hu had Ui cease ins ]')um- 
mcling for a moment and let go of the teacher’s 
hair. Ernie, in tlie iiuerval, pulleil Ihinsi-lf up on 
his elbow. From this ])osilion, witli a t|uiek side¬ 
wise iwist, he slid iJav'c, who lead been astride him. 
into a silting ijosition mi the lloor. In a moment 
both were again on tlieir feet. 

'i'he teaclier’s face, under its Idood-marks. was 
now pale and resolute. A swellitig, i>u(Ted and red. 
marked where the kick had kuided, just beneath the 
eye. 

D.ave was only slightly marked, and. even after 
all his exertion, bretiihed lightly and .shifted his 
weight from foot to foot witli unahated dancing 
ea.se as lie rocked forward, guard up and eyes alert. 

No rnic of the pu]_>ils who, with [.ares while and 
breathing half-snspended. watcheil the matter to its 
swift conclusion could tell quite what liappcned 
after that. 

"It was just as if the teacher h,ad b’en holdin’ 
in up to them an' had suddenly let liimself out of 
his eage, like," .stiid Art iMm-gan, telling the hircfl 
m:in at home .about the fight that evening. "Wes 
Russell had just whisjjered over to me. ‘Cosh. Art. 
I bet D.avc trims him!’ when 1 seen the teacher’s 
fust come out like a white streak. I didn’t .sec where 
it hit, lint [ .saw D.avo step hack, shake ids head 
kind of savage, and then Icnr into the teacher again, 
seemingly harder than ever. The teacher stood right 
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up to him, however, ami for a minute fists was flyin’ 
in all direct ions, kind of. Not a word out of eilhei 
of ’em. Swat! ’riium])! Crack! C.nmt! was all 
you could lii-ar—the s;nmts mostly Irom l!)ave, who 
seemed to he j.;etlin’ ]iasted f|uite a hit more than he 
had at the .start-off. 'I'hen Fat Wa.yhorn, who’ll h'en 
sliakin’ like a jelly all through the rumpus, fell out 
of his seat like a sack o’ Ilnur, and I turned for a 
minute to look at him. Just then there come an¬ 
other humji from tlm front of the room, and J jerked 
my hetid around att’in. Ih’ Mackin.aw, it was Dave! 
’I’he teacher had trimmed him, tifter all. 

“Alost of us w.as gkid, too. ^Vc was all for Dave 
when he started, hecause he's oni' of us an’ the 
teacher wtis a stnm.eer; hut after he kicked the 
tetieher in the fare like that wc tliunrht there was 
.'i lickin' comintt to him, and wc hoped he’d ,i;et it. 
yood!--thon^h ;it that part of tlic fight it looked as 
if he wouldn’t. 

“After the mix-up was over, everything was fine. 
The teacher went out to the well to wash his face 
and straighten up his cloihes—-and all them ten 
minutes he was otil you could ’a’ heard a ].>in dro]j.’’ 
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shovclcd-iip wbont nnd He down, wriggling your 
body n little* till it ninKis tin* grain-beap to fit 
figure--tind you bare a eoiicb wbieb eaniiot, be 
beaten by tlie king's niibolstererj. Dave and bis 
father wi're in tbe sttible, ;ittending tbe sick cob, 
vbieb had sninetbing wrong with its logs and bad 
to spend tbe days of its eonvaleseeneo suspended in 
a "sling’' from I In* stable eeiling. 

At Ida's words Clara Morton made ;i little nneon- 
si-ions stej) toward the miiTor wbieb bung over tbe 
wash-basin - a movement wbieb Miss Befbime noted 
anil marked down in her mental diary for future 
gossip-food at some ajrt pltiee and time. 

“1 think 1 .shall go strite to bed,” she remarked, 
with a rajiid shift of Jier eyeballs. " I’m a bit fagged 
out, it must ’ave been that dreadful grind at tbe 
churn t his morning ” 

With this, Ida, whose altitude toward work was 
much the same as that of Mrs. Morton --although in 
Mrs. Morton's ease tbe cause was merely boredom 
and discontent. not organic disinclination -went u])- 
stairs In the little bcd-alcove wbieb was just over 
the Morton sitting-room and eommamied a fine view* 
rif tin’ latter through a disuseil sto\'epi])e-bolc in tin* 
ceiling (.'in .'gierture that every one but Miss Ida 
ba<i forgotten was there). 

Clara, left by bcnself, ste])])('d over to tbe looking- 
glass, smoothed lu*r hair, rcfiistened tbe brooch at 
her throat, and strijii'ed ofl' her ajiron --sober, sen¬ 
sible toilet touches, merely of tidiness, not of preen¬ 
ing -and went to the door with her bright smile as 
lirnie came up the ]iath. 

'S3 
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Clam knew by now ovewy detail ff the fiftht. hc- 
Lween her hmtlier tind Erniia wiiieli had I'een re 
laved lo her by, ainotiK others, Miss Ida lletlnme— 
Uuil. einhodit'd news]>aper wliose trustworthiness ;is 
;i hearer of ill news was not to be exeelled. 

“’E manleil 'ini abaonL suirielhiti,i; fri;;htfnl,” Miss 
Ida had sttid; ttddin.e, for no speeial reason cyepl 
Ihtil, bi'in.Lj herself, slit; could not help it, “just be¬ 
cause Vs your brother. 1 s’ltose.” 

l3uL two things bud hel]M'iI Clam to a better read- 
in.it of the ejiistide. l*'irst!y, she knew l>;ive: sei’- 
tindly, she knew Id,a. A ihinl eireiunsttinet', not 
withtnit its si.ynifie.'inee, was that, wheretis Dave had 
enine home from st'hool on the evenint; of thi' fray 
without a mark, Ernie confronted her now with one 
ewe hunzted u]) tint] a cheek like a baked jiottito. 

Ernie was ri'dly .awtire of these iitfirmit ies, which 
t;;ive him tin ex])ression not his own at all, and his 
t;nod eye met (.'lam’s scrutiny with eonsithtrablc 
sheepishness; .so she terminated her survey of hitn 
with a naive little eastintt-down of lu'r eyes and led 
the way In the semi-dusk of the sit tinroom. 'I'hey 
sat dowm there; and in her bi-st hostess-liki' mtinner 
Cl.ara inpuircfl after the teacher's tteneral health 
and mentioned that it had been a wtirm day. 

Ernie was si,ill country boy enouj^h for fonntility in 
her to breed, at least temiiorarily. fonnality in him; 
so he said, sim]ily, one hand S]mead out on his knee: 
“f am fine. Ilow' are you ’:'” 

Miss Bethune, looking down out of tin; dark above 
the stovepi]ie-hole, yawned. 

Ernie crossed his knees, flrunnned with liis fingers 
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on tho table fur a inonienl, ihen, elearinj^ his lliroat, 
sail], a little jerkily anri bluntly 

“f was—wiindennK if you wnuldn’l. like me to 
come over here and —:md yive _vou a lesson or two 
,'i week, in the evenintw. Not that 1 think you need 
the eduealiun, but I—but I -it might—” 

Jlc sto])i)ed somewhat lamely, cletired'his thru.at 
again, .and held up one jtalm .as a eunvenient tem¬ 
porary resting-plaee for his gl.anee, 

“Why,” said Clara, smoothing out the table¬ 
cloth, then .shalcing h('r skirts lower o\’er hra' modest 
little ankles, “that would be fine, if you wouldn’t be 
too tired.” 

“I thotight,” tiursued Ernie,, “we might sttirt this 
evening, if you—if you have time. So I brought 
over a couple of books .and an old sen'bbler.” 

“Well, if you’re sure y^iu’re not too tinxl”— 
China’s gl.anee of gentle mrithering ])assed ova-r his 
ftice like a soothing hand—“I would like to, very 
much. I’m all through for to-day.” 

“It’s .a go, then.” h'rnie, his mi.ssion stated .and 
his ])l.an t,o h.ave a v.alid excuse for regular calls at 
the Afortou hou.se acceptI'd, felt himself limbering 
up socially. “How would it be if wi^’d Laekh' some¬ 
thing right now—hi.story or arithmelii', or .anything 
you like. Anything but music; that’s something 
I’ll h.ave to learn from you. Let’s —let’s go out some 
jil.ace; it’s pretty wtirm in here. How would the 
milk-house do’’’ 

“(-)h, we’d let the flies in!” stiid Clara. “ATaybc 
we could go down le^ the granary—it’s nice and cool 
there.” 
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“Gmil.!” said Ernie, juin])iiiK up. “Come on'" 
JIalf-u'ay to the .yranary, tlie two- -liimir wiih the 
books :ind .seribl)ler tinder his arm. and llie .tiirl 
stepijin >4 sweetly .and .ynively .alonysiile- met Adit<tn, 
who hatl evidently found liis ma.i,'.azinc iminterestinK 
Jle w.a.s on his way tip to the Imtise. 

As he drew near Eniie lie stointed with an osten¬ 
tations al)rn])tness. rei'.anliipt' the letieher. Ernie 
returned tlie look rather pui^tiaeionsly. 

“litiw' haw! h:iw-aw!” burst out Ashton, .sud 
denly, bendiny, ovt'r and sl:t])]>iny his knee. At 
the le.aeher's ofTended I'l.anee, yiveii from that side 
of Ernie's fare which w.as still ea])able of ex])ression, 
the other retloubled his demonstrations, 

“What you need is .another bit of r.aw beef, my 
buck," he said, str.aiyliteniny tiji .at hast anil t.a])i)iny 
Ernie on the .shoulder with his rollerl-up niay.azine. 
“Small wonder our youny Lady here is attracted by 
that eounten.anee. Se.ars of honor. Miss Clara- 
setirs of honor, by Jove!” 

Still ehuekliny, ami mui tetany soniethiny alaout 
“beauty .anrl chivalry," Ashton stuck liis pipe in his 
mouth .atid went on up the jeitli. 

“1 tlon'l like Enylishtiiou tnucli. Do you?" said 
f'irnie, as the two elitnbed the awkw.ard threshold 
of the yrantiry—built hiyh for oanvenient loadiny 
pttrpo.ses. 

“No,” s,aid Cl.ara. Not th;it it was ]X)s.siblc for 
that lender anti kind little soul actually and actively 
to dislike anybody; but bec.ause symp.athy, in this 
p.artieular case, secmetl to demand the response she 
gave. Still, she had not looked at Ashton as he 
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passed; and Emie, lind lie liocn wat.cliinp; for it, 
miglit have caiiKlu. UKain in lier tone that (ickl in- 
fleclion of reserve wliicli w:is nuticeubli- whenever 
she referred to tlie lin^lishinan. 

As the ymniK i)eople, the !»idles between them, sat 
down on a jiiie of j^rnin-saeks, Ernie, eastini^ a 
be.'itiHe j^danee out thrdu>^h tlie open dnurway across 
the still Helds now red with l.hi- sunset, saw Adam 
Morton, seijopi-shovel on shoulder, aeeompanied by 
younp. iJ.’tve, eliuibin.L; the slope to the liuiodeiln. 

“iJon’t your fallu'r and Davt' ever take any rest 
at all''” he inf|uired, eoiuemplatively, of his com¬ 
panion, as he saw the two juni]) down into the kiln. 

‘‘Father has to take a lo.ad of lime, early to-mor¬ 
row, over to where they’re jiuttint^ u])the newmunie- 
ipal hall,” ('lara replied, as she folded her hands 
in comic.ally .sedate preparation for her intividuction 
to new knowledt^e. “Dave will be awa^' .at school 
to-morrow, so they xsa’ll have to j^'et the .sacks retidy- 
filled to-nijtht I see D.ave’s t.akeii th(‘ lantern, so 
I .mu'ss they’ll be at it till lonjt after d.ark.” 

“What about, that l.azy bij; hulk we just ii.assed 
on his wa\' to the house'” inijuired Ernie, with some 
litvat. ‘‘Why doi.-sn't he t.ake ,a hand, and ttive Dave 
;i C'hanee to prepare his to-morrow's lessons.? I tjave 
till- boy .some home work to do. Jle asked me for 
it, and I j^ave it to him ” 

‘‘Oh, well” -Cl.ara’s tone wa.s pl(‘.as.ant and 
j^uarded- --‘'you can’t .ask a hired man Pi .tto out 
and do work like th;it .after his re^jukar day’s work’s 
don(‘, Mr. Ashton would prob.ably refu.se— and he’d 
have the right to. Anyway, Dave can get up early 
JS7 
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in I,ho inorninj,' and do In's home work—and I know 
lie will, for Ilf seems lo lie taking a new iiUerest in 
seliool." 'I'he lilt.le sister tllanoed toward tlie leai Iht 
with a (lueer shyness as she said this; Init Ernie had 
opened the history lexl-liuuk and was ttirning the 
pages somewhat aimk-ssly. 

“1 tell yon what we’ll do,” he said, presently. 
It’s getting too dark in liere to see this print now. 
We'll just—-just talk, to-night, 1 ean a.sk you a tew 
que.stions, and then wc ean tell where to start in 
when 1 eonie over again on I'riday evmiing. i ()r 
say--let’s not talk about le.ssons at rdl, to-night. 
ril eoine over right after suppi'C on l''riday, and we 
can make ;i grand start, gncxl anil early.” 

Clara smiled up. ”1 have three of the cows to 
milk after supper,” she said; ‘‘and then ihcre's the 
milk to Ix! put through the s(‘]iarator, and the calves 
to feed, and the milk-pails to wash, and--” 

‘‘Sa}'!”—Eniie swung around- -‘‘doj’ou do nil the 
worki* What about tliat girl Ida- what does she 
do.'' Sit around ami look pretty;'” 

“Ida reds U]! the kitelien. She can't milk.” 

‘‘Well"—Ernie licljiles-sly descended lo absurdl- 
ties--“don't boiher milking at. all on ^■'rid^y, ihen. 
We'l! - we'll just put tlieeows through the septuador.” 

''I'liere was joint nierriment at tliis. 'I'he mental 
];ietnre of the gigantic, hroken-horned, battling 
Daisy cow, the Semiramis of tlie Morton herd, being 
(i.assed, by foretojj, dewlajj, liinch-bones, and tail, 
through the cream-sejiarator, was grotes(|ueIy titil- 
lative ciiougli to hreak down far more restraint than 
existed between 'rcuchcr Ernie Bedford and uld- 
•5« 
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[nshinnorl littlo Clnrn Mnrt.nn n1, Uial. innmcnf. and 
in Ui;it, ])lacc. 'riu; shot, jinivcd l.hc o])L>nin}T one of 
an liour t)!' wliimsicalitios, lanKlitnr, and incmisinj' 
jolly intima(\v, at. the end of which the l.wo yonii}' 
people, fhislK'd and deli,t;hled with each other in a 
way that was deeper than friendshii), hnt not yet 
so serious as love, jnmjicd down from the high 
gninary stej) and raced etich other to the fann-liouse 
door. 

'I'hen', Ernie, thankful for the darkness which liid 
his red .-md tein]iorarily lo])-sidcd visage, managed 
to convert the good-night handshake into a hand- 
.S(!ueezc on liis jiart, and went ofT, whistlitig softly, 
down the trail p.ast tla; kiln in wliich, working liy 
lantem-light, D.'ivc and his hig-shouldercd father 
were filling the last of the lime-sacks. 

Clara, on entering the house, saw, .sitting across 
from each other at the round table in the lamjdit 
sitting-room, another cfniplc. Mrs. Aflam, quite 
reeovered from her hearlache, was listening dreamily 
over the dainty but u.seless bit of lacewoi'k lliat dis¬ 
played to advantage her fine fingers, to Ashton’s 
dilation ujion the arlvant.ages and delights of the 
city life for which, during more than a dozen years 
on the stone-ribbed Morton fann, she liad pined 
witli all her soul. 

U]>stairs, as Clara felt, her way in the dark toward 
her well-earned bed, t.here was the sound of some¬ 
body else hastily scuttling bet,ween sheets in the room 
through which Clara had to pass to reach her own. 

It was Ida Bethune, the self-constituted social 
rejjorter of Islay. 
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Britisli bnllfloi; adinirnliun of ihc new srilfsman’.s 
vi;;iir ;m<l a,L’.f.:rrssiv(‘m‘ss. “’EVl talk your Itlondy 
\‘ai.l olT. ''I’nii )^c't in a lad like ’ini, Alatt, an’ I’ll 
hrinj^ my t,rade hack 'ere, ri^^lil i-nonj^li.” 

Knowing, however, that the (lalleys, allliougli a 
larj^e family and with con.sidi'rnhle lionsehold iH'eds, 
ordered nearly evi-rylliin}.; hnl tlire.ad, shoe-laces, and 
matches from the catalocne of a hij^ mail-order house 
in the city, Matthew mcTely retiehed down the lo- 
hacco for his customer and ex]>ress(*d the neij^hhorly 
hojie ihal his rival’s lortnnes would eontinue on ihe 
mend. 

BnL a re.'il iolt eami* to Mr. Rod^'Crs a week later, 
when, cominy to his store dour to slum awa\' some 
hoys who were stalkitij,; his aiiple-harrel, h(‘ saw, 
standing, ly the sidewalk in front of the l’ion(;rr 
Store, the famili.'ir hiy donlilc-ho.xed way^on used to 
transport, the hired men's .sn]i]»lies -overalls, roiydi 
underwear, .socks, chewinjptoh.aeco, etc.—to the 
farm of ,|ohn Beamish. 

Beamish, who knew the* depeiidahility of Matt’s 
w(‘iyhts and prices, h.ad yiven tin- < )ne Brier' House 
the trade of his hii; farm, ten miles out of the nlla,!;!', 
(or nearly (Ifteen yr'.ars. 

M.'ittlu'W returneil to his counter with a .sober 
face, 'i'he trade (itiesl.ioti was, aftr-r all, hephnninu, 
to look senoiis. 

In order to escape from Miss Jessie Rodfrers— 
till' “votes for weenien’’ mania havin,y yrown upon 
the sibyl to such an .alarmini; r'.xtent th.at Mtd.thew 
told hei candiilly, on oiti' occtision, that hr' was 
afraid any moment she mijjit bite him and give 
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Iiim hydro]—the i)r<)i>rictfir •■'f tlu* f)iu‘ Prico 
llniise liumoil .'nvoy Hint after oti aiui came 

cl<uen with liis ])i]ie in his ]M)ck'e1 to the little uniee 
at. the haek nf his sUwe. 'I'ln-re, sittinij elese to tin- 
htiek wimli)\v, wliere tin* li.uhl fruni the lkil(.l\Mti 
lioardiiiu Imiise t;av<- him illmnination on"iii.’.Ii to 
siiiuke I;}', without liijlitiiiL] llte little coal 'lil ufiici- 
luni]), he devnted Lwu hours to (luict thought over 
his bulging eeonoiuie j)rol)lem, 

W'litit Matthew’s ])i])e- -that tried friend ami ad- 
v’iser of more tlian thirty yeais’ sl.anding--olTered 
him in tlu' '.hape of <’ounsel, or what brand of lo- 
baeeo lie useti (faets whi( h, it is .admitted, might be 
interesting t<j re.aders in the same straits) has, un¬ 
fortunately, not been aseertaineii; Imt tlie sc(|ue! was 
that he went home that niglit h,alf-de( a]iitat<‘d by 
the grin he liore, and, daiiinng his [irim felt h.at 
he.artily on tlie he.ad of the sibyl- --an unwonted .art 
of famih'.arity •-boomed, in his r.ain-baia'el voiee, 
“W'e’ll get 'lan yet, je/.zshie, girl—wi‘'l! get ’tan J’et!” 

“Vou’re riglil, we’ll get. ’em yet'” .screeched Mi.ss 
Je.ssie, hurling tlie stick she w.as tlaniing into a cor¬ 
ner, ]nilling the ]irim felt h.at tiver one eye, .and glar¬ 
ing u]) .at him aggressively, ‘‘.an’ sooner than you 
men seems to think' Put (hm’t ytiii get smart about 
it! VVh.at’s .a-ehetvin’ ytai.'' If ytiu feel .so goot] as 
all that, yt)u better gt-i out .and buck .an armful t/ 
wood. The wood-box is emiity. Can’t you see it, 
or arc you blind ?” 

And a moment later M.atthew, .a bit chastened, 
but still htippy, he.ard through the open wimlow, .as 
he picked up the buck-stiw, this lieree .stjliiotiuy from 
16- 
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where the sib^'l sat, Iho ]iat still codeed over her 
car; 

“We’ll show’em! We’ll show’em! Wait till the 
wcemen j,'ets to wear ilie jiaiits!’’ 

'I'he. U])shot and result of Aiatthow’s pondering 
was—and here this chajjtor really begins—that, 
something less than a furtTiight later, there also aj)- 
])eared behind the worn but tidy counter of the One 
J’rice House a bright and smart young clerk from the 
eit.y. 

'I'his m.'iy at first blush seem to reflect discredit 
uiion Mat thaw’s juiie as an adviser, t hat utensil 
iiaving aj)|)arentiy suggested nniln'ng mon; brilliant 
than to flatter R. Mcbcorl by imitation; so one may 
as well hasten to a<ld that this clerk was not a seeotid 
Jimmy Young. Jimmy’s high collar, stri])ed shirt, 
and j)eg-top trousers wo.uld, in fact, have been most 
unliecoming as attire for Matthew' Rodgers’s new 
clerk—for the clerk’s name was Miss Laura Hendry! 

Mi.ss Hendry was a .success from Uk.- start. She 
was not wliolly unprett}’, in sjiite of ;i certain dis¬ 
dain for the usual leminine methods of ajipeal; and 
the yotjng farmers, at whom she lla.shed her (|uick, 
.sociable brow'll eyes or treated to an attractive view 
of liaek and waist, as she whipiied dow'U canned 
goods from the shelf Indiind, winked at <ine another 
and came again, and yet again; reaching, with a 
rapidity that surprised themselves more than it did 
Miss Hendry, that, .stage of familiarity when they 
could engage her in lieavy repartee while they 
shoi)|)ed. In the.se verbal bouts they were always 
so badly beaten it loft them giddy, yet they never 
1 (.3 
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.o hack i'tr -and lt< lirin.i; a fricn^ 

' him on anij ;<r him .m't, hcalcn. tun. 
iriiic rca.'^uTis it was tliat had drivim Mi.-^ 
away from tlie city, where tliey raced, t 
rn, wliere tliey saiintiTcd. A iiil i')verwurke 
lare-aiipearin.^ when slie lirst ,ste)5]ied u(T ih 
site improved ma.yiially on the ftaklmni ai 
le lioine cooking of the Baldwin l)oardin^ 
and soon liec.ame all color and cmwes an 
tiK en.-ryy. 

;4.'d\’anized Matthcw'.s cnstomers; and .s<xj 
I vani/i'd lony. .s.ad old Matthew himself, 
as not many days till Matthew's pipe. c\hi( 

V hr.ouyht. hai k every evening; to the solp.ary 
Uore-oftiee liavin^ found out from that tiri 
o\v prolitahie, as well as i omfortahle, it, w;is 
lid iiaxiny his relleeiions inieirnpted liy ihs 
il forecasts of the era when ivomen would don 
oons -il. was not. Ion;.; till this little J’in.'k of 
hep'an to whisjier to him nnh('ard of thinys. 
first, ei'eriine timt these nnheatd-of things 
ly I'ryst.diized into one yrcat. lay. defmili . 
tiouary idea, tile latter stnnk Matthew with 
la/,inii force that he drojiperl the pipe from his 
to the door, forp'ot it .aitoyether for the mo 
which no douhl that traitorous little privy 
ilor ri< Illy de.sf-rw'd .and pai ed up and down 
iricened store in the \-,ain effoit. to evoreise this 
1 uhieh had jiossi s'-<-d him atid laid laid siege 
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cases liave ]3rovcd tluit. tlu; more elderly tlic one so 
possessed (in sjjite. of 1,he extra years that, have 
.'dTorded chanci’ to jirofii, by observaliun), the more 
hojicless the alteinj)! at. exorcism, 

Mnltiiew's slrngj^le ended as all similar struggles 
end (with exccjitions so rare as not to be worth mcTi 
tioning). Resohitel_y putting fiut of his mind the 
pictiin; oi the inevitable cnc()unter with the sibyl 
if he attein])led, or even thought of attempting, to 
init his new motion into elTei't, he went back into the 
ofliee and brought out of its dusky corner the small 
S(|uarc mimir he harl hung nj) for Miss llettdry's 
eoiu’cnienee. Lighting the little coal-tail lamj), he 
stmlied the image in the mirror at great length and 
with care. 

Item, a flense growth of black, almost blue-black 
whisker, ast ending nearly to the eyes. Item, an 
immense tanned nose that came flown over the 
hairy iqitier hp like Nfirway descending over Den¬ 
mark on the map. Item, a white celluloid collar 
with the point of Matthew’s Adam’s-aiijilc leaning 
n])on it likf' a s'lmelifidy watching s'lmgthing over a 
fence. Item, a jiair of deejily buried, slate-colored 
eyes that ajijiearcfl to have been flung down into 
tiieir watery holkiws with siieh force that they h;id 
struck ineffaceable sjilashes out ovi'r Alatt’s cheeks, 
where the.sc splashes had later dried into wrinkles. 
Item (Matthew removed the ]n-im felt hat a mo¬ 
ment), a tawny roof-sifle of foreheafl, tiled with 
wTinkles, surmounted by a mo]) of gray-black hair, 
etiinbed to the'right, v'lnd beset at its base by two 
wire-grass fringes of cycbrf)w. 
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Matlliew rcMinifil ihc small s(|u;tm mirror a lutK- 
roughly (n its plaru on ihu nail. Wiial lie hai! 
looked into it for wius encouragement, not jilain- 
siH'aking. 

“'riiom I'hcap glasses is never made right, any 
usay.” he observed, .striking a m.atili and gro|)ing 
aninnd in the sh-.nlows lievond the dim edge of lamji 
light hir th.at eonsoler, his pil'e. 

Ami it was not long, as a ni.alter of f.aet, before 
that iii]ie. tlnit niisehievons, resoureeful little hl.i'k 
l»l'e, suggested to Matlliew tiuil, tust a< ro:s. the 
way, in a small jilaee wilii a Rule bnt;muia sign so 
eontrived as to wliirl in the wind loi ;i salient re 
miniier to jitisser.s-liy, }iee<| a yoiitig m eromam ei 
by the name of Willie M,ii inio.sli, who, with noiiiing 
more tli.an seis.sors, ;i <-omi), .a ni/'.or. liis linger tips, 
and i-ertain fragrant eomtiounds in bottles, lead lieeii 
known to work marvels in euiniietilion with 'I'inie 
and in battle uiih lieredily. 

'rite bell in tin' rtakburn munieiival lial! w,is ring 
ing ten (with et.'T!aiii eiaeiil.alory "dings’' inteirniil 
ing at. inteiwals i he i'on\'eiit ii 'iia! double "ding dong " 
■ -due to llie lowai bell ling.er, who )i;id just retnined 
Iron) llie ( oniinerie,'il, not bi'ing <]nile ele,ar whelliei 
he was |\nlhng a bell rojio or |ierfonmng his otliei 
bineiion o| leading the eonstalile’s lior.se to w.atei 
"Louie on, yon baeld.ard son of a .seaeriok’" lu 
would say, as the big bell, stojiju'd tibrnplly on llu 
half-turn, ne.arly jerked him olT his feet) as ,M;atiieu 
crossed the bridge over the creek and strode at hi: 
:wis;;oi-s-likc walk ni) the hill lu the hotiso. 





A NARROW ESCAPE 


TIrilf-wny down llic Irmc hot ween tlic wnils of Uk’ 
flicii ;in<I milk li'niso lio iirmsi-d, listi'ning in sonu’ 
lazomcnt. In two voicfs in cnnvcrs.'iliiin. 

'PluTc w.'js no 7‘c,'isnn nndiT ilic stin wliy onr of 
I'sc viiici.'s j.lioitlil lie sounding; in thr Rodj^'crs 
n licn, ns Alnttlicw wns oficn n<•l■^stom(•d (o find 
sounding, in solilaty solilo(|ny like Mu' voiiT of n 
nininc Init IIutc witl' n ynod ninny rcn- 

iis why till' oilier voice should iiol be lliere, iiistend 
home with its owner in n lied llitit-- nut, md 
.'itthew, iti his drenm of doniestieit.y at l.ht: olliei', 
(1 not looked so far nliend ns tiint! 

In his mentnl Inmnlt nt the sotind of that clear 
•oin] voice, tlie li'itener's hand went, it]), with a 
n\’nlsi\'e movement, to his ehiit; and tliere, of 
nrse, tis it, naturally would, eneomilered that 
iprdlitic broom ball of navy bine whiskers. 
iMatthew, ]insliiny his (iiiyers lhroni;h them in a 
nd of chayrin, resob'cd on the insttiiit that he would 
'al back across the bride,e, roni out AVillii' Macin- 
sh. and ])rcscnt him Oliis shows how f.ar yone 
althcw Rodyers, bachelor, and accused by her who 
oidd ha\'e known liim best of lliat nil ra-i-eonomical 
■tliod of collectiny liides .and tallow, really was!) 
th nothiiiy less than a erisp live dollar bill to 
creise his ntniosl art that, very tiiyhl, with Lhe least, 
issibk' loss of I inic. 

ihiL sotiielhiny, faitiili.ar in the topic lieitiy dealt, 
th at, that moment by the sibyl somelhiny, in 
et., aboni, a future wider adajittition o| a well- 
lown masenline y.'inneiil. -made AiaLt.licw pau.se. 
lie crenl. as close Lo the window as he dared, feel- 
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s \v:iy riloni; t,hc dark lane wiili j^rcal c; 
certain siKvklccl favnriie cat of Miss 
.’ont, to repose in a strategic position 
ij,'-in distance of tlie inilk-honsc dooi ; 

)uld Mniuier on tlial cat's tail ! 

• window was dosed lip.hiiy, tlie sd'yl 
Jial hatred of fn'sh air exeejit in its 
outdoors; and Mattlu'w could not a 
ht-con versa t ion very dist inctly. Miss 1 
d to be talkini;, sonu'wliat iiTeI('van: 

-at least Mattht-w can.db. a plirase 
ed like "llu- caws.” 1'hen. suddenly, tr 
ceini'd to Ltri]! her, and her voice rosi' 
trony' and elof]nent as the sibyl's own' 
t ihew, as the woi'ils smote upon his ear. 
linked 'I'hen he stniiylitetiei] up, pnshe 
ly and loviuply to the very bottom of his jiockei the 
live-dollar bill hi: had <-outemplated handini; te 
VV'illie Macintosh, and walked boldly in the duoi, 
whiskers and ;dl. 

‘'^’ou should be home in bed,” lie .s.aid, looking 




II\' ni'AMISII. wlio still rcM.sKvl the cIk 
iti'iH'rv 111 till' rinlumoliilr ciltlimij^li this w: 
ininj; innrf dilliciilt fnr liiin cx-cry d.'iy), 

^ the traii in his I'nyyy I'lW.'inl 'I'nm Kcni; 
's )ilaiT 'I'hr alii’i'iiomi was warin, so hi'was 
Iitrt siri'vi".. and this, as lin IraiU'd his snlii 
Inrso liai'k undi'i tiir I'U.yyy-tnp, (inn hai 
ini; till' hlaik cnanicli'd ni)n,i^hts and the otln 
ni; nasily liic i)(in> Iravchn.L; smartly alon^ tl 
-al rut III till' trail, added tn the inipressinn 1 


of stolid, viyilant thrifliness 
s I'hin moved slowly and his l>iy mnslnehe 
■d with the intermittent shiflinp of the tohaceo 
month Ills eyes wi're lisa'd ealenlalively on 
liekeled rod of the dashlioard not that IIk' 
)oard had anylhiny t'' d(> with his jiresent re- 
ms, Imt merely lieeause anythin.^, like niekol- 
ii;, for instance, that had a whiti'-money f,ditter 
always and involuntarily, even Ihmiith nneon- 
sly, eauyht and held John Heami.sh's glanee. 
e matter wliieh lironght John over to jS'lr. 
aghan’s al four-thirty on this evening of the 
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'■.suinnuT f.ilU'rin’" sivisun wns the iv^istcriiiji; tif liis 
first, "kick" iii^ainst Uic Islay scluHil-tcachcr 

The scliditl had now Iiccn in i)]>(TatMin al>"Ut mx 
wci'ks and cvcryhoily in the di.-itrict had seemed 
well salislied: hut John Heaini' h had iK'Vel(>i>ed a 
ynevaiK'e. \’i>i the same as ayainst ihi' pi'eviisr; 
teacher, tor, thmiyh Miss Maliel Heamish had heeii 
attendini; sehoul ret;ular!y alter the first week and 
had tried e\ery nvel in ICrnie Hedhird's ]ii'da.ynia. 
ainiiir with lit,tie eniineiri(’s stall as '■iidileiiK de 
veltiped (itsdf smihnij pensiveness, watideimys intu 
the selaiol-riKim .at recess or noun to ask imtm[ioi 
taut (jiieslions ol the li'aeher sittm;.', there .alone at 
his hooks, or little "accidental" totahinys of ila 
side of his hatid with the sale of hers as he turned 
thi' liases of her exercise hook .at her desk there 
h;id never heeii any devi.atam i>n haaiie's p.art from 
:i strirtly professiontil jitlittale. lie thd not. in 
l.ael, seem exa-n to he .aware that he u.as Ix-init 
lltrted with, tVon :md 1, re.ader, know at leaM one 
reason why ) 

No, John He,aim di was not afraal the js'eseitt 1 .la\ 
sthoiil te.aehei was point; to |i\ !o mtnry his yir! 

,Vlr. Ktaaiaph.an look.'d up Irom thi' siiihhle plow 
npon whah la' was holtniy .a newlv .sh.arpeiied sh.ate, 
as his neiphhor drove int<j the yard. 

l>av. jack!" he said, throwinp tiside his nion 
key-wreiieh tor the lime heinip .as it slipped off a re 
Ir.aeiory mil "(ire,at yrowin' we.ather, this, hey'" 

Middlin' iniddliii’ line," sail! Heamish. ".A 
link' more rain wouldn’t hurt none, 'fom," 

\ c didn’t hear the l.atest, did ye'" .saal Mr. Ker- 
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coTiiinf; over, on l.lic t itvof llio 

wliocl, and lookinti up a Iwinklinj; expression 
in In's \v(‘ather-u’nnklc(| slits o| eyes. 

John Me.'unisli tiinifd hi\ h'et out of llie 
liox, reslinj.; tlirm on lln' iron step to st.releli his lej^s 
a hit, “1 diiln’t hr,'ir not Inn’,” hr said, nnnu-hiii):;. 

l.s it alionl 'hr school hrrr 

“Worse 'n that, jack ” Mr Krrn.'iidian looked 
aside in a inrlanrlioly wae, “.No, it ain’t nolhin’ 
to do \\atli till' srhoiil, W’r u'onldn’t worry inneli 
ahoiit it, it that uasall would wr. jarki' No; I’ll 
tell y’ what it is 'riiry’re thnikin’ of reducin’ the 
value o' etirreiuy so a dollar will he only worth 
ninei v eent^ 

John neainish looked .at the speaker (|nirkly; 
then for he was used to Mr. K'ernayhan leaned 
hack and an.swered, with };reat equanimity: “Well, 
the most of ns can put up v/ith that, all riylit—eh, 
'I'oin ^ We \von’l L;riimhle as loii.y as it’s for the 
eoimtr\’’s yood. will we-' Ihit now I'll tell you what 
hroiiyht me o\'er, rieht ,'iway, without no more 
palaverin’, for I ’a.in’i rni mueh lime. I f'ol to 
hiis’le hark an’ see to them men 

Mr. Kernai’Jian squaied his elliows on the tire 
and lookf'l up altenli\-elv 

“W’l'll, };o ahead. Jack,” he .said. “So lony as 
you ain't yoin' to pay oft the mortyaye oii my jilaee 
for UK', I don’t mind vXiiylhin’ hut that. I’ve 
had that mortyaye so lony I’d he lonely without, 
it.” 

“They fell nu',” John Heamish jilunyed into his 
siihjeel, “that this school teacher is yiviny Adam 



THE ROAD THAT LED HOME 

Morton's girl lessons at. home, about two or three 
evenings a week. Do you know if tliat’s so.^” 

“Sure an’ I believe the lad’s guilty. Jack,” I^fr. 
Kemaghan responded. “I ain’t acquainted with 
all the facts o’ the case, but I’ve seen him .start out 
for Adam’s vnth th’ school-books under his arm. 
I can’t deny that an’ be sticldn’ to the .strict truth.” 

“’Well,” said Beamish, pushing up his mustaclio 
with his forefinger and gazing down reflectively, 
“my point’s just this—it ain’t fair to the rest o’ the 
ratepayers in this district.” 

“I don’t just see th’ argument,” said Mr. Tvcr- 
naghan; “it luks to me as though ’tis fair enough 
to everybody but the school-teacher, an’ if he wants 
to work overtime for nothin’, sure that’s his own 
business entirely, ain’t it. Jack?” 

“It ain’t fair,” said John Beamish, going on in his 
stolid way as though he had not heard the other, 
“to the rest of the ratepayers for Adam Morton to 
bo able to keep his girl home to do the work and 
have her taught there, while the rest of us has to 
send our daughters to school and pay hired girls. 
My own expenses, for instance, is pretty hoa\y this 
3"ear, and if I could get my girl taught at home I’d 
keep her from school to help the missis, and let the 
hired woman go. Them foreign wcemen is gettin’ 
too high-priced now, anyway. They want plagued 
near as much as a man.” 

Mr. Kemaghan looked up at his caller, then looked 
away. His shoidders shook with an ebullition of 
noiseless laughter. Mr. Kemaghan always laughed 
that hearty, yet silent way, covering his face from 
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the nose downward with a big hand stiffly hirsute 
as a hog’s back, and shaking \dgorously from shoul¬ 
ders to knees, but tnaking no sound except an oc¬ 
casional little spurt and explosion of escaping breath 
at the side of the masking hand. 

“Ey, but y’rc the close-figurin’ di\nl, Jack,” he 
said, when he could command speech. “’Tis not 
3mu the3’’ll find fault with when they send ’round 
lookin’ for the spenders ati’ the wasters—is it. Jack, 
lad? But ye’d better see what the little teacher- 
man says.” (Ernie was not ‘‘little,” but Mr. Ker- 
naghan used the w’ord as an equivalent of “young.”) 
“’Tis a matter entirely between you an’ him, this. 
The school-board has no claim on him after four 
P.M., as long as he don’t spend his spare time in 
drinkin’ or dmlment. — Ho-oy! Schoolmaster!” 
This hail Mr. Kemaghan, making a megaphone of his 
two big hands, directed toward Ernie, who came into 
view at the moment, apimoaching in a leisurely way 
with an annful of text-books, along the road from 
the school-house. 

The young man tumed out of the trail-rut, gi^’ing 
jdeasant and pensive “good day” to Beamish as he 
a] 5 proachcd the buggy. Ernie had been sending 
little wireless thought-telegrams toward a certain 
white house to the southward, at the edge of an arm 
of scrub. This wms his usual way of beguiling his 
walk home after the day’s work was done. 

“Here’s Neighbor Beamish, with a scheme all cut 
an’ dried for makin’ ye ask the trustees to raise ye 
ten dollars a month, Teacher-man,” said Mr. Ker- 
naghan. “Just y’ talk it over wdth him while I 
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po over rrn’ see whrji nils Hent}- Nicol, heynnl 
Ihcrc." 

Wilh llic.sc words, and a .suave gesture of leave- 
taking, Mr. Kemaglian stuck his hat over his fore¬ 
head and walked oiT, in his jaunty, long-stepping 
manner, toward the c<lgo of the north stulible-l'ield, 
where Henry Nicol ha(.l stojipcd Allowing and was 
scrutinizing old Pat's shoulder with a solicitude that 
suggested discovery of an incipient hanie.ss-gall. 

‘'Well, young fellow,” said John Beamish, some¬ 
what patronizingly, taking oil' his hat, rubbing the 
back of his head, rejilacing the. hat squarely, .and 
leaning forw.ard, elbows on knees, ‘‘how do you like 
our school?” 

‘‘Oh, ]irctty well”—Ernie rested his bundle of 
books on the luigg^^-tirc and laid his arm across 
them—‘‘pretty well. Your daughter seems a bright 
girl.” 

Ernie did not mention in what direction Miss 
Mabel’s qu.ality that he tenned brilliance was chielly 
expended. 

‘‘vShc is that,” .said the f.mrncr. adding—not be¬ 
cause he thought so, liut because, from listening to 
othem discussing tlvir progeny with comparative 
strangers, he concluded it was the con'cct and dep¬ 
recatory thing to say at those sc.asons when he 
was using politeness .as one of the aids to gain a 
]joint— ‘‘She gets it from her ma, I guc.ss, not from 
me.” He paused, looked down between his knees; 
then, raising his face again, said, a little abraptly: 
‘‘I-fow docs Morton’s girl seem to be cornin’ on with 
them lessons you been giving her in the evenings?” 
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Ernie, not yet realizing the drift of tliis inquiry, 
reddened a little. The night classe.s wnth Miss 
Clara, if the truth must be said, had not licen very 
])roductive in a ]mrely book-educative sense, hav¬ 
ing nearly all ended much as the first one of tlic 
series did, four or five weeks before. But indications 
ivere not lucking iliai ]irogrcss was being made in 
an education of another kind, in which the educator 
was being taught, as well as the educatec, and a 
little faster, 

“Yni-Avhy, I,” he began, looking aside—“I guess 
she’s doing all right. Seems—seems interested-like 
in the work.” 

“Well,” said Beamish, coming to his point with 
a certain uncouth brevdty, “liow would you like to 
teach my girl at home?” 

Ernie let out a little breath of relief as the sig¬ 
nificance of the fanner's question became thus simply 
ajiparent. ' 

“Oh, I don’t know,” he rcs]iondcd, good-humored¬ 
ly, but with indifference. “Don’t you think she’s 
getting along fast enough?” 

“It ain’t that,” said John Beamish, di]ilomatically 
liutting the matter in a different way from the manner 
in which he had prc.scnted it to Mr. Kernaghan, by 
adding: “You see, there’s a tcr’bal amount o’ 
housework to do, with six men to cook for an’ that, 
and her ma’s just about run off her leg.s. We could 
use Mabel fine at home durin’ the day, if you could 
come over and give her a little schoolin’ nights, like 
you do for Morton’s girl.” 

Ernie thought of poor, hard-worked Mrs. Bcam- 
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ish and the tortoise-swift foreign domestic whose 
knowledge of English was almost as comprehensive 
as that of the historic fiancee of Gilbert Becket. 
Mary, generally speaking, entered the plea of "no 
forstan'” to an^-thing in Anglo-Saxon but “Ivan” 
and “Sunday.” 

“Why, yes,” he said: “Td be—glad to help out. 
that way, if I could. When do j'ou want me to 
start?” 

“The sooner the better,” rejoined John I3cami.sh. 
in a business-like way. 

“Well,” said Ernie, “let me .see—this is Monday. 
I give Miss Morton Wednesdays and Fridays. I'll 
give your daughter Tuesdays and Thursdays, and 
ril start to-morrow night, if you like—seven o’clock.” 

“That will do, I guess,” said Beamish, rather 
slowly, revolving in his .shrewd mind tlie idea of 
asking for a third evening a week, but finally de¬ 
ciding to postpone that, judicirdly, till a little later— 
till “after he .saw how things went"; “we’ll be ex¬ 
pectin’ you to-morrow night, then.” 

With this John drove home, making the little 
pony move at a canter in his haste to resume su]3er- 
vision of “them men.” Arrived there, he first di¬ 
rected Mrs. Annie Beamish, in the Icitchen, with an 
autocratic wave of his fleshy, check-.shirted arm, to 
“let that foreign girl go.” Then he went into the 
dining-room and notified Aliss Mabel (who hastily, 
at his approach, dretv an cnvclo])c-box over the note 
she had been writing to Master Jimmy Young, care 
of R. McLeod, Oakbum) that next morning, in lieu 
of her pretty pink school frock, she would don a 
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plain blue denim house dress. Miss Beamish’s 
wTathful amazcmenl at this was but little abated 
by his intimation that "the school-teacher is cornin’ 
around after supper to-morrow to give you a les¬ 
son.” 

Two things were uppermost in Miss Mabel’s 
mind next evening as, after a hasty meal, she went 
up-stairs to her room, sat down before a mirror that 
always irritated her by elongating her face, and 
gathered within easy reach cold-cream, rice powder, 
curling-tongs, and a small coal-oil lamp {used to heat 
the tongs), with the design of adding fresh perfume 
to the violet for the scholastic hour. 

One of thc.se things was the idea of ‘‘having some 
fun” with the young teacher (Miss Mabel ha\*ing no 
sincere regard for anybody but, firstly, the master¬ 
ful though somewhat flambo\'ant-mannered Jimmy 
Young, and, secondly, her own elusive self). The 
other was her ])lan, conceived with a .shrewdness that 
suggested she had not inherited all her personal at¬ 
tributes from ‘‘her ma's side of the family,” of co¬ 
quetting so vigorously and pointedly and openly 
with her tutor that her father would be forced to 
abandon his homc-in.struction scheme, as providing 
too much opportunity for intimacy, and would be 
obliged to send her back to school—neither John 
nor Mrs. Beamish having any time to spare for 
chaperoning during the lesson hour. 

So Ernie, appearing in the Beamish doorway 
promptly at seven, with a formidable fagot of books 
under his arm and a cordial professional smile, was 
met by a young person, ostentatiously gratified at 
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Iiis arrival, wlin danced to inoct him ns tliough she 
had hardly been al.ile to contain Iicr im]iatienc(' for 
his coming. She exhaled faintly three dilTcrcnt 
kinds of jicrftime besides the fre.sli aroma of her own 
new-washed girlish self; and there were ro.ses in her 
checks, just where corpnsenlar roses onght to be 
when you arc cxces.sivcly delighted to sec some one. 

Ernie Bedford—^who was only human, when all's 
said, and a very young m.an to boot, and not now 
under the (ire. of twenty jiairs of shar]i young eyes 
as he was at the school-house—was sensible, as he 
looked at her, of a v.ague feeding that p('rhaps, after 
all, coming to instniet Mi.ss Beamish was not goiiig 
to be a task one would have to force him.solf, willi 
gritted teeth, to jierfonn. 

“Well, how’s Aliss Mabicl to-night?” he said, 
soberly, but with .an ap^irceiation in his eves that, 
made that damsel figuratively hug herself in mis- 
ehievous glee. 

She did not answer his greeting in words, but put 
her head on one side, drew up a shouhler with a fine 
interpretation of shyness until it. ne.arlv touched 
her lowered cheek, and gave her tutor a hand that 
she did not hurry to draw .awav. 

‘‘Shall we take the bofdcs out, to the bugga'^-se.at?” 
she munnured. “There’s such a dandy breeze. 
Teacher.” 

“It may blow .all our thoughts aw.ay,” said Ernie, 
a little .skittishly; “but come on.” 

The buggy was backed into the m.achine-shcd, 
the open front of which faced westward. A couple 
of hundred yards aw.av, bevond the .solid Beamish 
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four-wro fence, the Oakljurn trail i^asscd by. To 
the soutii, the broad, well-tilled fields of John 
I3cami.sh extended for miles; but northward, a bare 
(]uartcr-mile, was Adam Morton’s line fence. Adam's 
house lay liack to the northeast of the Beamish 
fann.stead; and neighbors on foot, on the way to 
Adam’s, generally turned in at the Beamish gate, 
came through the stable-yard, and took a short cut 
aero.ss John's horse-pasture. ’I'here was no great 
oljjection to this, as no tilled land had to be walked 
over cn route; and it saved the jiedestrian nearly 
half a mile. 

Just across the road allowance was the alkali 
(iuarter which the imjiccunious (.’icnrge Bethunc— 
father of Ida of the ])ale-grecn smile—had bought 
for next to nothing. Only about fifty of its one 
hundred and sixty acres were arable, the remainder 
being a bog covered with stagnant water in s])ring 
and too soft to ifiow even after the water dried off 
about the end of July. 

“Your neighbor across the way ought to start a 
wild-duek ranch,’’ said iMaiie, casually, glancing 
aero.ss at the water-fowl that whirk'd in Inuricane 
swanns against the western sky or skated ]ilashingly 
to rest on the big golden-glaring slough. 

“I don’t like ducks,’’ said Miss Mal.'iel, with a 
jiiquant little gesture. “Do you?’’ 

“Oh, 1 don’t hold it against them that they’re 
ducks,’’ Ernie resjionded, maintaining the flavor 
of the dialogue with a certain irrepressible relish. 
“They can’t help it, can they?’’ 

“Here we arc,’’ chirped the girl at his side, as 
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tlicy reached the buggy. “Now, how will T ever, 
ever get. in there? It shouldnT have .sucli a high 
seat. Teacher, when it know.s people can’t climb.“ 

“Buggies are all built the same, I guess,” grinned 
Ernie. “But I see two ways to get in. I can either 
stand here and boost you; or I can get in first, and 
pull you. tVliich is it to be?” 

“Boost me. Teacher,” Miss Beamish breathed, 
fragrantly, in his face, as she laid her head back on 
her shoulder and looked up at him; “that’s— 
nicest.” 

Emic, his checks warm, put two muscular young 
hands about her shoulders under the arms. Miss 
Mabel set her foot on the iron stc]i. 

“Now, then—all ready?” he said. 

“No—not read}',” .she responded, leaning back. 
“Wait till T get my foot fixed so it won’t slip. You 
fi.x it, won’t you, Teacher.” 

Ernie fixed the foot; but when that was adjusted 
his hands slipped and back Miss Beamish came, her 
head on his shoulder. 

“0-oh!” she breathed. “Oh, look where I am, 
Teacher!” 

“You’re all right. I won’t let \’ou fall,” .said 
Ernie, a little ha.stily. “There now—up you go.” 

The hands did not miss their grip this time, for 
Ernie had just noted that John Beamish, leaning on 
a pitch-fork in the stable-yard, had become a highly 
interested spectator. Miss Mabel had knonm for 
some seconds that her parent was looking. 

“Well, we’d better get to work,” said Ernie, 
shortly, as he climbed up beside her. He felt a 
i8o 
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little nshiuiied ns his ihduglits tauk a sudden excur¬ 
sion in the direction of a dairy where a ccTtain 
frank and motherly little maiden, wliose e.very touch 
thrilled him wil.h ;i wonderful electricity, was jiroh- 
ably busy at that imiment, among the shining pails 
and the lacteal fragrance, of new cream—cream that 
was no whiter than her throat where the modest 
blouse sheltered it from the sun. He w(jndercd 
what Clara Morton would have thought, if siie. had 
stood where John Heamish had a moment back. 
Would she have understood that .Ernie had been 
only “]daying.” with a ]mrcly sensuous relish that 
had never touched within “miles” of his heart? 

“I feel—lazy,” .said Miss Beamish, in a half- 
whisper. touching his check with her hair as she 
leaned over, ostensibly to look at the .school-book 
Ernie had Hipped open. “J don’t want to learn 
lessons to-night-—-not out of books—Teacher. Can’t 
you teach me something without a book?” 

“Now, sec here”—Ernie faced her sternly—“I 
came over hero to-night bcctmsc I promised your 
father I’d give you lessons twice a week at home, 
so you wouldn't get behind in your .school work. 
If w'c can’t stop this nonsense and get down to 
business, I may as well give it up and go back home. 
I’ve got lots more jirofitable ways to spend the night 
than fooling ’round here.” 

His companion’s response to this was to lean her 
elbow on her knee, cup her chin in her palm, and 
gaze pensively into his face. 

“"Wbat nice brown eyes you have!” she said. “I 
never noticed before. I—I—” 
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Miss Mabel Beamish paused suddenly; and over 
her face there cair,i; sneh an abrupt dranye that 
Ernie involuntarily followed her glanec, whicli had 
sudtlcnly been transferred from his face to the direc¬ 
tion of the road allowance. 

Beyond the Bcami.sh gate he saw a bugg}' passing 
slowly along the Oakburn trail, d'ho vehicle did not 
turn in at the gate, but passed on. Leaning out 
from under the raised top was a big, broad-shoul¬ 
dered young man, who continued to gaze very in¬ 
tently at the two in the maehinc-shed until his 
ecpn])agc pa.sscd out of sight behind a grove at the 
foot of the Beamish oat-field. 

“Here!” said Miss Beamish, with extraordinary 
vigor and shrillness, snateliing the book off Ernie’s 
knee, holding it up ostentatiously as long as the 
young man on the trail w.as in view, and turning 
the pages with as much noise and fluttering as one 
would make unrolling a sheet of wrapping-jiajicr. 
“Is this where you want me to stfirt my lessons'/” 

She almost .screeched the last word; so that any 
alert-carcil ])e7’.son, cA'cn so far away as the Bethune 
house across the swam]), miglit have gathered, with¬ 
out straining the auditory nen'cs, thtiL tlie rela¬ 
tion between herself and the young man be.sidc 
her was that of teacher and jiupil—nothing more. 

Ernie was a little puzzled; but his end, that of 
getting her to work, was gained, tmd the reason did 
not signify a great deal. Miss Mabel Beamish’s 
first evening lesson commenced, without more ado, 
and continued with no further attempt at resump¬ 
tion of “nonsense,” for half an hour. At the end 
1 S 2 
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of that time, Emic, tying up his bundle of books, 
got down from the scut after his pu])il—who did 
not need any lielp tin's time, but, on the contrary, 
betrayed an almost frantic haste to be gone—and 
bade her a fonnal good-night—to which she did not 
respond, being already out of earshot on her way 
to the house. 

The teacher hummed a little tune as he walked 
briskly down toward the Beamish gate. He was still 
humming it as he timied northward into the main 
trail which led past the Beaiin'sh and Morton farms 
to the Keniaghaii place. 

The melody died in an interrogative munnur, 
however, as Emie noted a horse, hilched to a buggy 
and pawing impatiently the ground at the foot of 
one of the thick cedar j^osls of the Beamish fence, 
to which the animal was securely tied, the outfit 
being concealed from view of any one in the fann- 
yard by the poplar-grove inside the fence. 

As Ernie, trudging along the wheel-rut, reached 
a point oi-)positc the buggjg a figure detached itself 
from the shadows and came swiftly across the space 
betw'ecn the fence and the trail. 'I'herc was a threat 
easily readable in the swing of the big, square 
shoulders; and the hands, as well as one could make 
out in the dusk, looked suspiciousl}'’ as though they 
were clenched. 

“Plold on, there!” said a voice, loudly and ag¬ 
gressively. Emie stopped in an attitude of w^atch- 
ful w'aiting. “Who in hell arc you?” the voice pur¬ 
sued, in a vigorotfs nasal. 

‘T don’t see that it matters very much to you, 
1S3 
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whoever you are,” returned the teacher, stoutly; 
‘‘but if you ask me decently I don’t mind telling 
you.” 

‘‘Vou’rc right—it don’t matter none about the 
name,” agreed the voice, portentously; “you ken 
stay anonymous if you want to. I'm going to hash 
you face in, anyway.” 

■‘I gue.ss two can tiilce a hand in that,’’ retorted 
Bniic; ‘‘but it looks to me as if there was a mis¬ 
take somewlicre, fellow. How would it be if wo’d 
ask each other a few simple questions, before we 
mix it?” 

‘‘Mistake, nothin’!” roared Master Jimmy Young, 
through the no.se he used as an auxiliary speaking 
organ. He had now reached the side of the road. 
“I got the best of eyesight. T seen your blamed ohea]) 
white straw hat, with the black band on it, up there 
in the rig. Afistakc. hell! What in thunder d’you 
mean bt' settin' up to my girl? Trt’in’ to kiss her, 
you was, too. I seen you. Don’t. lie to me!” 

‘“y’ou’ll be the first one to get your f.aco ‘bashed.’ 
as you call it, if you say that again,” said Ernie, 
quickly, as he stcppwl close. ‘‘.Yow are you going 
to listen to me for a few minutes, till I clear thi.-; 
thing up—or shall we start right in on this rough- 
house business and settle it tliat waj*?” 

Mr. Young regarded him steadily for a moment, 
then, motioning outward with his hand, folded his 
arms and assumed a demeanor suggestive of action 
temporarily suspended—but, oh! so tcmpor.arily, if 
a good explanation wasn’t forthcoming. In a few 
words Ernie set out tlie facts. 
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‘'Well, I giiess that all sounds reasonable enough,” 
said Mr. Young, after considering a moment; ‘‘but 
you an’ her was settin’ mighty dost together. How¬ 
ever, 1 believe you, young fellow. Put her there!” 

He held out his hand. Eniic shook it. This func¬ 
tion over, jMr. Young reached into his upper vest 
pocket. 

‘‘Smoke?” he said. ‘‘But o’course you do. Any¬ 
body would, with one o’ them beauties in front of 
their nose. Sent to the city for these here. I'ircd 
o smokin’ Tom Taylor’s rags an’ dirt.” 

With the smoothne.ss of long practice the s] 3 eakcr 
lighted his own cigar and, sheltering tlic matcli 
dexterously from the mischievous night breeze, 
reached out and lit the teacher’s for him. 

“Well”—Mr. Young exhaled a cheerful genialitj* 
as the pleasant pungency of ‘‘clear Havana, filler, 
wrapper, an’ all,” surmounted the other scents of the 
summer gloaming—’‘you've took a weight off my 
mind, young fellow. It ain’t a pleasant thing to 
come out ten miles with a hor.se an’ rig. after doin’ 
a hard day’s work a-counter-jumpin’, to take your 
girl for a little drive, and find some other fellow 
settin’ out with her. and her apparently not objectin’ 
very hard. Got excited as hell when she seen it 
was me, eh? Tell me about it again, Bedford. It 
listens dam’ good, that, ol’ socks!” 

‘‘W*hy didn’t you drive up into the yard?” said 
Ernie. ‘‘You could have seen for yourself, then.’’ 

Master Jimmy Young grinned in the darkness. 
‘‘Well, you see,” he said, ‘‘the old man he don’t 
know nothin’ about me. You know what he is 
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yourself! 1'hc only way wc can git a little while 
together, her an’ me, is for me to drive oiit hero, 
w-alk my horse slow past the gate, so’s she'll be sure 
to see nie, and then tie up beliind the bluff licre, an' 
wait till she comes out. There ain’t no way of 
gettin’ word to her that I’m a-comin’. If I’d send 
a note through the Islay iinst-oflico, the old folks 
might get ahold of it; and if 1 called up on tlie 
‘phone, she couldn’t talk to me if they was in bearin’, 
or it would let the whole thing out. As things is. 
the}'’ ain't even onto the fact that her an’ me knows 
each other. That’s the handiest way to have ii. 
Ain’t that .so?” 

Ernie nodded. 

''Well, here she comes now, hcnsclf.” said Mr. 
Young, as a white dress flitted around the comer 
of the grove in the gathering dusk. ‘‘So long. Bed¬ 
ford! See you in town some day, maybe.” His 
cigar end described a red semicircle as Jimmy's big 
ann swung up in its elaborate parting salute; and 
Ernie, dropping into the trail again, rc.sumed his 
interru])ted monody. 

lie might not have trudged liomc so blithely if 
he had known tlial Ida Bethune. on her way back 
to the Morton fann after a mid-aftemoon rdsit 
home, had pas.scd through the Beamish stable-yard 
at that most inopportune of all moments when the 
teacher, his back turned, was supporting h'liss 
Beamish’s licad on his shoulder during the buggy¬ 
mounting episode. 

Ernie might, in fact, have been more than a little 
worried if he had latotvn that Miss Bethune, carrying 
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a mental ])liotograph of the tableaii under the 
machine-shed roof, had continued on her way almost 
at a nm, her eyes bulging with the liardly held tale 
she was carryiiig, as fast as her flat feet would 
take her, to Clara Morton. 

But he knew nothing of it. for Ida had passed 
on her way xmseen as an ill-favored Ariel. So all his 
way home that evening the boy teacher thrilled 
dreamily—as he always found himself doing now 
when alone—to his oft-rc]jeatcd and oft-revised 
rehearsal of the climax he had jjrejiared for his sum¬ 
mer’s wooing. 


XIV 


TROUBLE 

N O, Ida must come with us.” said Clara Mor¬ 
ton. her round chin gathered into a little knot 
of finnness that made temporar}^ dents, like dim¬ 
ples, at the sides of her mouth. 

She was .standing, a little away from Ernie, at 
the Mortons’ farm-yard gate. Each bore a two- 
quart pail—the "lesson” on this night (which was 
the evening following the events told of in the last 
chapter) ha\-ing taken the form of a suggestion by 
the teacher that they go over and gather some rasp¬ 
berries on the school section, ne.xt Charlie Tinker’s 
place Ernie had discovered the patch of raspberry- 
bushes during one of the prairie strolls with wliich, 
after tlie manner of the days when he had been a 
pupil instead of a teacher, he was wont to while 
away the noon intermission of his teaching day; 
pondering, ob-serc-ing, thinking at delightful ran¬ 
dom, as he wandered through flower-flecked thickets 
or paused on sunny knolls. 

Clara had been her usual pleasant self this eve¬ 
ning; but Ernie, who by this time was well enough 
acquainted with her to sense changes of mood that 
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might liave passed unnoticed in the earlier days of 
their association, felt a slight, indefinable coolness 
in the air that the July evening certainly could not 
be blamed for. 

“WHiat’s wrong Avith to-night?” he said, unth 
bo^'-hood’s bluntness, 

‘‘Oh—nothing.” Clara ]iut up her chin a little 
and looked awa^n ‘T just want Ida to go wdth us— 
that’s all.” 

‘‘But why?” persisted Ernie. ‘‘We’ve gone out 
by ourselves hundreds of times, if we've gone out 
once—out to bring the cows home—over to the 
school to play and sing at the organ—all the way 
to Bethunes’ Avitli Ida scA'cral Saturday evenings, 
to see that the bullfrogs didn’t get her, and then all 
the way home again by ourselves. I don’t see AA^hy 
in thunder”—Emie was getting cross—‘‘you want 
that goggle-eyed trouble-maker to trot after us on 
this particular evening. AnyAvay”—^he suddenly 
thought of a plea that aa-ouW budge Clara, if any¬ 
thing w'ould—‘‘she’ll be tired after her daj^’s work, 
and want a re.st.” 

‘‘Naouw,” came a sudden pussy-cat sound behind 
them, at which both started, ‘‘I aren’t tired a bit. 
And I 'aA'-en’t goggle-eyes, either. I keep my eyes 
looking one AA-ay, I do—not every way, I doAvn’t.” 
Miss Bethune said the last words in a meaning way 
that Ernie, who was too mad (as the word is used 
colloquially) to listen ver>' intently, anyway, failed 
to catch: though he noticed Clara glanced fleetingly 
at him as Ida spoke. 

Their companion and chaperon had donned a 
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poke-bonnet, possibly ivith the idea of sa\*ing lier 
complexion; but a handier device for concealed ob¬ 
servation than a poke-bonnet has never been in¬ 
vented. All chaperons should wear them. They 
should be made a part of the uniform of the secret 
service. 

“I shall be ’appy to come with j’ou,” she said, 
with reli.sh; turning first to Clara, then directing 
her pale-green smile along the gallery (if her bound- 
brim toward Ernie. “I feci fresh as a dyzie, 
I do.” 

Ernie muttered something under his breaih. too 
low for Clara to hear; and the three started out 
rather unsociably; the only gay one being Miss 
Bethune; who varied her jerky amble through the 
.grass by Clara’s side with little squealing excursions 
after butterflies; returning alwac's to clap her bonnet 
back on her head and narrowly, from under the 
brim of it, to watch the big hand and the little hand 
that swung, a bare six inches apart, between Emie 
and Clara on Clara’s opposite side. Durin.g one of 
these intervals of vi.gilancc Miss Bethune was re¬ 
warded by the glim]3se of a stealthy movement of 
the big hand toward the smaller one. But as soon 
as contact came the little hand drew briskly away 
and Clara step])cd forward a pace, her fingers thrust 
under her a]Dron. where they remained. 

fl'he trio were crossing a brake at the edge of which 
roses, now past their prime and most of them lack¬ 
ing a petal or two, starred the slightly tarnished 
and summer-worn verdance of July's folia,gc, when 
out from among the sticky green leaves and faded 
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blossoms llierc darted suddenly a wonderful sliapc. 
It Avas a great gold-and-black butterfly. The insect 
seemed to kindle a little flame AvhercA-er it touched 
the shrubbery in the shining dalliance of its course 
toAA'ard the open grassA^ saa'cIIs—AA- here there AA-as a 
little breeze to help it go and no tA\-ig lacework to 
bar the AA-ay. 

"Ow, aren't ’c a beauty!” hoAvlcd Miss Bethune, 
grabbing off her bonnet and making for the insect 
AA'ith a stonny skirt-thrashing and a bob and thrust 
of angular knees. ‘‘Oav, oav! 1 must 'aA^c 'im, 
anyAA'-y!” 

"You’ll scare the thing to death, even if 3’’ou don’t 
squash it Avhen Amu get it,” observed Ernie, grinning 
in sjiitc of himself. 

"Ida!” said Clara Morton, .suddcnljq “come here! 
’Let that butterfly alone.” 

"Sha’n’t,” said Miss Bethune, promptly, con¬ 
tinuing her jAursuit. Chaiicc faAmred her. The 
beautiful Avings, fluttering franticalh', had become 
tangled in a AA-ebljA^ weed-top. U]) rushed Miss 
Bethune and clapped her bonnet triumphantly OAmr 
the AA-ced and the insect. 

Ernie had not imagined it was possible for Clara 
to dis])laA' anger. She liad ahva^'S seemed, in spite 
of her ]Aiquant girlishness in some respects, so equable, 
so maturely contained, so tolerant and kind—almost 
like a serene middle-aged woman who has formed 
the habit of being gracious to eveiy’^body and taking 
things as they come. 

But now he saw her, with something of the Morton 
lithcncss of movement, dart across to Avhere the other 
191 



THE ROAD THAT LED HOME 


girl, one hand pressing doum the bonnet, looked up. 
crawking like a quarrelsome crow. 

“Let it go!” said Clara, and, but for the lighter 
timbre of her voice, it might have been Adam Mor¬ 
ton himself speaking. “Right now!” 

She did not lay a hand on the Bethune girl, just 
stood over her, one arm e.xtcnded and the forefinger 
pointing dorni toward the haif-fiattoned bonnet 
The other hesitated, wrinkling her sharp nose and 
curling her lips up; then, with a last mean ])ush 
downward, as if determined to end the butterfly, any¬ 
way, jerked the bonnet away and flounced to her feet. 

Clara stooped over anxiously. The insect, saved 
by a thick upward-protruding stick that liad acted 
as a kind of tent-pole and had in fact pricked Itliss 
Bethune’s palm rather sharply as she gave that final 
thrust downward, lay palpitating but unharmed in 
a little basin-like hollow of grass. Clara pulled 
away the matted herbage from above it; and the big 
butterfly, no doubt agreeably surprised to find 
itself still alive, flashed out of its jail and flickered 
joyously away. 

At this the impelling force which had lifted kind 
and competent little Clara Morton for a moment 
out of herself in her instantaneous, almost fierce, 
flare of mothering for the needy thing, fell away. 
She returned to where Ernie stood in the path, with 
her head lowered and her checks flushing half- 
shamefacedly. 

“Gosh!” said that young man, simply, regarding 
her with his hand curv-ed in an e.xpressive attitude 
around his chin. 
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But now the attention of the two was suddenly 
and startlingly drawi toward Miss Bethune, Avho 
burst into s]3eech like a tornado. 

“Yes!” she caterwauled. “Ow yes! Fine goin's- 
on in our ’appy home, aren’t there; an’ huss” (Miss 
Bethune probably meant “us”) “carrjdn’ things off 
wth an ’igh hand, and a-horderin’ our betters 
‘ ’ands hoff,' just as if our o\to mar weren’t a-carrvin’ 
on Avith the 'ired ’el]t fit to make a nanny-gowt 
blush, an’—” 

“You .shut up!’’ The voice was that of Eniie 
Bedford, who let go the exclamation with something 
like an explosion. “Shut u]t and clear out o’ this. 

1 never laid a liand on a girl in m\- life—but. so help 
me Jimmy Jackson, if there’s any more of that. 
I’ll—I’ll spank you, or do something. 1 won’t be 
able to help it! Scoot now!’’ 

Mi.ss Bethune stepped away a few yards: then 
faced about and shifted the attack. “An’ you your¬ 
self,’’ she began, her pale-green face twitching under 
the bonnet-brim; “you—’’ 

“That’s all right, sail into me if xmu AA'ant to,’’ 
said Ernie, “but save something up for another 
time, or you may run short. We’ve had enough 
of you for to-day. Go home! Go anywhere! Go 
an’ die!’’ 

“Yes—yeou want to get shut o’ me. yeou tee-oo!’’ 
Miss Bethune screech-owled. “The whole countr\'- 
side torkin’ abarter mar—’’ 

“Jumping ginger!’’ bluffed Ernie, advancing a 
couple of steps and glancing toward a clump of wil¬ 
low saplings on his left. “'WHiere’s there a switch?’’ 
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Miss Ida Bcthune turned and shamblinj^ly fled, 
her bonnel-stn'nijs flap])ing in the breeze of ]ier 
going. The atnios]flKTC seemed very quiet and fresli 
after siic and her voice were removeil. A sob made 
Ernie turn about quickly. Clara liad sunk down in 
a little heap and was crying. 

Ernie, with a sudden impulse, drojrjjcd on one 
knee beside her and laid his arm about her shoul¬ 
ders. His heart was beating vigorotisly. “Don’t 
cry—dear.” lie said. It was the first time he had 
ever actually used that term to Clara, although no) 
by any means the first time he had been impelled 
to use it. 

Clara sufTered the arm to remain in its ])osition 
for a scant half-minute. Then she ijushcd it gently 
btit firmly away and rose to her feci, her eyes turned 
from him. 

“You mustn’t.” she said. After a moment she 
faced about and raised an oddly careworn little 
countenance to the teacher. 

“You heard rvhat that girl said about mother,” 
she began, letting her hand, with its little wet ball 
of handkerchief, drop against her ajiron. “It isn’t 
so. I—I don’t want you to think—” 

“Of course it isn’t so,” comforted Ernie; bi:t 
he could not help remembering what he had seen 
himself. Perhaj^s something of this showed in his 
eyes, for Cl.ara Morton, after regarding him for a 
moment, went on; 

“I mean, it isn’t so on her side. But I—I don’t 
like that Mr. Ashton. T wish father would send 
him away. But if father’s noticed how he’s—^how 
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lie's making up to mollicr, he’s never let on. I 
guess he has a kind of a—conlcinpl, like—for Mr. 
Ashton; and he’s never had any reason not to trust 
mother; so he’s not woriyu'ng himself about it at 
all.” Clara ]iauscd, glanced up at her companion, 
and again levered her ej-cs. ‘‘I .shouldn’t be talk¬ 
ing about this to you—and I vouldn’t, if that girl 
hadn’t said those things just nov about mother. 
1 just want to tell you, mother doesn’t care any¬ 
thing for Ashton except to hear him talk about the 
things in town. vShe’s just worrying herself to death 
—^just sick—to get back to the city; and we can’t 
go. That’s why she doesn’t—doesn’t take much 
interest in the jilace here. Mother’s a good worker, 
if she could only forget about town. But 1”— 
Clara repeated it, almost without realizing she was 
doing so—”1 don’t like that Mr. Ashton.” 

”1 don't, either,” said Ernie Bedford, adding, 
after a moment: ‘‘But T wouldn’t worry about 
him. He’s harmless.” 

‘‘I’m not so .sure aboih that,” said Clara, soberly, 
continuing her theme half as though thinking aloud. 
‘‘He would be, as far as mother’s concerned, if she 
w.as satisfied at home. But she wants to get back 
to town so bad it’s almost a—a mania, like—with 
her, now. And Ashton’s a]wa 3 -s talking to her 
about it—telling her what a ‘jolly .shame’ it is she 
has to ‘bury’ herself, and all that. You know how 
he talks.” 

The girl hesitated again; loolced at Ernie closely 
for a moment, with something of Adam Morton’s 
half-searching, half-cogitative gleam in her bright 
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irises; drew a deep breath, as of a resolution taken; 
and said: 

“I don’t know whether I’m doing riglit—our folks 
never were the Idnd that talk about ])copIe—but 
I’m going to tell you one thing that makes me be¬ 
lieve Ashton isn’t quite as ’harmless’ ns you and 
father seem to think. I am going to tell you this 
so that if anything ever should happen—which I pray 
God every' night that it won’t—to break up our home, 
you’d know mother hadn’t been the head one in it. 
anyway. You remember the day Ashton drove out 
with me—the day he first came to our place’” 

“Yes,” said Ernie, reddening a little. “We 
should have made him come out in our rig; but he 
seemed so set on gomg out in your ’trap,’ as he 
called it, that we didn’t see how we were going to 
head him off without a free-for-all, right there in 
town. We did think of doing it. even if it came to 
that, and then we sized him up as just a kind of 
silly haw-haw son of a moose, and decided it would 
he safe to let him go along. Besides, Henry said 
you’d get home long before dark, and there would 
be neighbors’ rigs meeting you all along the road, 
being Saturday afternoon. If we'd ever thought 
there was a chance he’d be rough, or would have 
any show to get fresh, even if he took the notion, 
we’d have taken him along with us, even if we’d 
had to rope and tic him. You don’t mean to say "— 
Ernie looked suddenly at his companion—“that he 
did try to get funny, after alP If that’s so. I’ll go 
and paste him myself, right to-night, without even 
telling him what it’s for.” 
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"Oh no!" CJara half-smiled. "He was polite 
enough, that way. But he talked a steady streak, 
all the way home. He yarned away about hi.s ad- 
venturc,s with women over in his own ('nuntr\’- 
they must be funny women over there, if they're 
like what he said. He said the ‘bally darling'-.' 
had always seemed to ‘take’ to him, ‘someh.w’, 
and he mentioned that some man’s wife had gone 
off with him, about twenty years ago. I rememk'r 
a.sking him if he thought that was the right thing, 
to go away with a manned woman, even if they 
thought they loved each other. He said .some¬ 
thing, in a way ] didn’t mueh like, about ‘jolly little 
love, .so-called, in the affair at all.’, d'hcre was noth¬ 
ing wrong with it, he said, as far as the man was 
concemed. He let on it was men’s prog—^prog— 
Do you know what the word is?" 

Ernie rubbed his head a moment. ‘ ‘ Prerogative ?’’ 
he hazarded. 

"That’s it,’’ Clara went on; "he said it was men’s 
parogativc, or whatever it is, to ‘go on ’ with women, 
even after the n:en arc married themselves, and that 
whatever happened was the women’s ‘own lookout.’ 
He said you couldn’t e.\pcct a man to ‘tie himself 
down’ because of a ‘finicky’ marriage ceremony 
which ‘might have been a mistake in the first 
place.’ Now he wasn’t very sober, of course, and 
all this may have been talk, even the part about 
going away with the other man’s wdfe. But 
it showed the way his thoughts went; and I 
w'ouldn’t have ever liked him very much, anyway. 
And now, since he’s getting mother talked about the 
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wny he is, I—well, I prellv near hate him, Uiat’s 
all I” 

Ernie was silent for a moment, loohini: at the 
young girl as she stood across from him, a jiailictie 
and burdened little figure in the gathering twilight. 
Then an imjmlsc—a mighty impulse, in which gr<-)W- 
ing love blended wiilt all the spontaneous and 
chivalrous thi]igs tltat beat with such beautiful, ir¬ 
recoverable strength in young men’s veins rn.ade. 
him take a step toward her. He put out his two 
anns; then, somewhat blunderingly, steii]x-d dose, 
till his finger-ends touched her shoulders, 

“No!” The tone was im])Crative. almost shaqg 
as Clara drew back a steji, “1 told you once before 
to-night you mu.stn’t, didn't 1?" 

Ernie dro])]X-d In's arms, 'I'he rebulT, comitig at 
the ]tuint it did, jarred his ncrees so that he flared 
out in sudden irritation: 

“What on ctirtlt’s the matter with you to-day, 
Clara?" 

Adam Morton’s daughter took a long look at him 
with Adam Morton's eyes. 

“If you don’t know," she said, enigmatieally, 
“it’s not worth while me telling you. Conn- on, 
now—let’s go back home. It’s too kite to jhek any 
berries to-night." 
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IinjIESTEAD INSANITY 

W HAT'S the heighth uf recklessness?” pro- 
jKninded Henry Nicol of the leaciier, as, liav- 
ing concluded his Sunday-morning chores, he leaned 
jdacidly on the hay-jien and watched Hrnie, in the 
same locality, fumble for a match to liglit his ]iipc. 
Ernie Bedford somewhat dismally shook his head. 
“Smokin’ near a haystack when last sca.son’s hay 
is near done and the new hay ain’t quite ready to 
cut,” said TlenrA-. “Come on over behint the 
blacksmith sho]), School-teacher. There’s nothin’ 
tlierc to burn but ■[ilowsheers, an’ the edges o’ them’s 
all burnt to darnation anyway. That new shop- 
hand o' Nat Rourke’s dries a worse job on them eveiy 
time 1 take ’em into town.” 

With this Henry led the way to the wc.st side of 
the lit tie au.xiliary shanty that was called the “shop,” 
and sat down on an old buggy-cushion that was 
losing its “stuffin’s.” 

“Set right rlown on thon drag-harra turned teeth 
uj), an’ make yourself to home. School-teacher,” 
Hcmy invited then, rolling in his iialms the tobacco 
he had cut on the way; “it’s a fine mornin’, and 
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we don’t have to go to work, an’ we don't give a 
continental for nobody, do we?” 

Ernie sat do-an—not on the drag-ltarrow—drew 
his heels up, pulled his hat low over his eyes, and 
puffed away in a kind oi dour contemjdativcncss. 

Henry Nicol, protcctin.g a lit match with the *'ure- 
ness of long practice, in .spite of the tricksy summer 
wind-puffs that .swept at intervals .around the cor¬ 
ner of the ‘‘sho]).” soon had his own -[npe going. 
He leaned hack, exhaling the strong bhic sinoke 
luxuriously, and took a long sidewise look at his 
companion. 

‘‘This here love’s a groat ins'tulion, ain't it. 
School-teacher?” he obscrccd, a .shadowy grin feel¬ 
ing its way out from beneath the demure wombat 
whiskers; "sometimes it rains; an’ then the sun 
comes out and stays out so long you 'most wish, it 
would rain again or somethin’, to liven tilings u]) " 

Eniic Bedford grunted mcommunicatively. 

"At least, that’s the way it is witli young folks" 
—I-Ieni 3 '’s rallying merged softly into jjlcasani 
meditativeness—"but wlien you get :is old ns wbat 
I am you don’t want an}- of the rain-an’-sunshine 
business. You want it all sun. ''I’hat's tlie way it's 
b’en with me, School-te.aclier. and I’m well satisfied ” 

"What about you>” said Emio. "I would think, 
with all these terrible examines around here, you'll 
want to stay single.” 

“School-teacher,” said Henry Nicol. “for pretty 
near fift}- years mo an’ my pipe thought we wanted 
to stay single; then, one thrashin'-time, sonictliin' 
hit me—bump' 1 rcmemlier it like it was yestidday. 
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“1 was workin’ for Tom tlicn—my first season 
in this sottlemcnt—an’ I had went over to thrash 
for iiim at Bryans's, a i^lace ran by a woman who 
liircs her own since liryans slsippcd the couniiy. 
vbehool-teacher, it come dinner-time, an’ I was 
a-settin’ at the table with the rest <j’ the boys, wlicn 
in tliere eome a big, husky, indc] ten dent-lookin’ 
woman, with a hel! of a fine roast o’ Iteef, which she 
set down on a side-ialtle an' started to car\'c for the 
men while tlte other wimmen handed the plates 
.around. Well, sir. I was scttin’ scjuare acrost from 
her. an’ 1 eoukht’t to kce]i my eyes nff’n her. No, 
sir, 1 couldn't. There she w'as, a-smilin’ an’ a-carvin’ 
an’ jollyin’ the wimmen as they took the plates; 
an’ there was I a-ga]tin’. red as a beet. Fin’ly, the 
roast it was done down to the bone. Well, this 
woman, she slapped down her knife an’ fork, h’isted 
the idatc up. an’ turned to go back to the kitchen, 
.bhc ran her eye .along the line of men at th’ table, 
to see how they was feedin’, an’ when her eye got 
to my ]datc she saw J hadn’t began to cat, an’ 
slung me a look, right fair in the face. 

“Well, School-teacher, it ain’t no use o’ me tryin’ 
to tell you what 1 seen in that look, because 1 ’ain’t 
got the words. Even if J had Ih’ edj'cation you 
got, I wouldn’t have llie words. They ain’t words 
an 3 nvhcrcs that would do.” 

■‘WTat did 3 ’ou do then?” inquired Eniie. 

“Well,” went on Henry, smiling pensively and 
stroking his yellowish-gray whiskers, ‘T didn’t do 
nothin’ at all then. But after dinner 1 was a-hikin’ 
back to th’ stable to get out my team, and Fate—1 
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gi:ess that’s what they call it in the stories, ain’t it. 
School-teacher?—Fate led jnc apast the wood-j.nlc 
where that red-haired (did I mention .she liad red 
hair? No, I guess I didn't. Not the kind that goes 
with freckles, though, this wasn’t)—where that red- 
haired atigel was a-buckin’ wood. Her sltoulders 
was a-goin' up an’ down, an’ that jicnar oF buck¬ 
saw a-whangin’ away. 1 never seen a woman \i 1 , 
that could buck wood right, nor you didn’t, iieilhcr, 
School-tcaclier: you kttow yoti nevi'r. 

“Now, I hate to .see any woman doin’ a man’s 
work, an’ when I saw Iter, ’specially an’ all them la/y 
sons o’ mooses o’ thra.shers a-settin’ around <in the 
wagon tongues, smokin’, sometltin’ just s<'ein(.'d to 
take me by the scruff o’ the neck an’ .shcA-c me 
alongside that saw-ho.ss. Yet. for a minute. 1 <lidn’t 
like to say nothin’, becau.se with ;i wom.an hki' that, 
if she was to get th’ notion I was sassy, 1 dunno 
what ’d ’a’ h.i]tpcned. She might of feicheil me a 
crack with one o’ them chunks o’ woihI, riglit in 
front of all the boys.’’ 

“So you thought you’d jtass on, after all?’’ said 
Ernie. 

“Eh.-’’ .said Henry, turning around. “Like hell 
T passed on! T wasn’t goiu’ to lose no chanct like 
that, for fear f)f a crack on fh’ head. Don’t you 
understand I was struck on the woman' Pass on! 
Like blazes 1 did What T was tollin’ you was that 
1 didn’t like to say nothin’, for she coukht’t hear 
very jdain for the buck-saw an’ she might have 
thought it was lip. So neither I did say nothin’. 
But I never passed on, 3 'ou bet. 1 pushed in an’ 
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'^n’ahbcd alidlt, o’ tJie I'mck-saw. ri.Oit near where 
her hands was—” 

“Hully for you!" a])]'ilandcd Emie Bedford. 

“—an’ 1 said' ‘Let inc do this. "Wiu ywt back 
into tit’ linnse an’ ’tend to the cookin'; 1 smell 
sotnethin’ Imniin'.’ 

“Niiw, School-teacher, I got a kind of a way—I 
('an’l he]]'! it an’ 1 don'l claim no credit for it—o’ 
sizin’ folks n]> an’ gettin' at what they're thinkin’ 
abotit. A man that's b'en all alone with his tiijte 
for about fifty years gets to thinkin’ ti hull lot about 
whtit’s goin' on. hie gets us; to jicojile’s waays quite* 
a bit. AVell. it seemed to im* that thtii there woman 
wasn't buekin’ wodd bectiuse she ni'eded it. That 
stniek tne when 1 maile the j-emark about the cookin’, 
savin' 1 had srtK'Il stu!T I'jurnin’. That was a break, 
because there wouldn’t be notliin’ on cookin' after 
dinner was over. But then that made mo think' 
‘What’s thi.s here woman doin’, out buckin’ wood 
after dinner. It’s a wann day, an’ she won’t need 
no wood until sup]icr-time. Aha! T .got you, 
tniss,’ I .says t() myself; an' whrit she ]lulled away 
from the .saw, an’ set her htinds on her hiiis and 
looked me up and down, I jest grinned; for T 
ktiew. 

’■‘You .got more nerve than a baskit o' monkeys,’ 
.she says, the corners of her eyes crinklin’ a little, 
‘but you’re a gentleman 

“■AVi.ght,’ 1 says, ‘I'll buck you a half a cord 
o' w'ood f’r that.' 

“She leaned over a little. ‘Bring me an annf’l 
into the kitchen, right now,' she says, ‘while them 
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girls is out in the big roum, finishin' dinner. T got 
somethin’ nice for you.’ 

“Did I wait. School-teacher? Did 1 ’ I ^heked 
up that there armful o’ wood so quick I was m ilic 
kitchen a'most the .same lime as her, an’ she had 
a head-start o’ me char to the rain-bar’l. 

“There was nobody in the kitchen one o’ tliem 
there sheds it was—summer kitchens they call ’em. 
The door into the big room was ojion a little crack; 
but the neighbor women was a-quaekin’ away over 
their tea, an’ payin’ no attention, anyways Well. 
School-teacher, 1 wasn’t always a old man. 1 was 
a boy onct, an’ a bad young egg, too, though I say 
it myself. So, when 1 come into th:it kitchen an’ 
slung down the wood, I done what I would ’a’ doni- 
some twenty or thirty-odd years b'fore that.’’ 

“What did you do?” said Ernie. 

“Why, T teetered up. grinnin'. and shoved my ann 
arount her waist, an’ aime(d a kiss at her. Aimed, 
1 say. because it never got tliere Nc. sir. She 
jerked away an’ give me a shove that dam near sent 
nte through that kitchen wall. 

‘“Don't you be ton previous.’ she said. ‘1 didn't 
mean nothin’ like that when 1 fetched you in here, 
I’m not one o’ the help. man. I'm .Missis Bryans.’ 

“‘Mackinaw!’ I says. ‘I giie.ss I'll be goin’. 
Bryans ain’t around, is he"’ (You see, School¬ 
teacher. 1 didn’t know nothin' about the aflairs of 
the neighborhood then; I'd only b'en there a month 
or so.) 

“'No. Brv’ans ain’t,' she says, her face gittin’ long 
for a minute; ‘he ain’t within four hundred miles o' 
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here, an’ ain’t likely to he. But that's no excuse 
for you, you old rascal. You just kecij your linnds 
to yourself ’ 

“■] got to go now,’ ] remember 1 says then, kind 
o’ distant. 1 wa.sn't feelin' very good, after what 
she said, School-teacher. When you get stntck on 
a i.>erson, like that, it don't make you feel very good 
to hoar her tell you she’s a married woman. So 1 
tumed, with a kind of a elntnk in my throat, an’ 
onlatched the door. 

‘“No. hold on a minute. Mr. Bad Man,' she says. 
I looked around kind o' slow. She reached it]") be- 
hint a lot of bottles o’ liniment an’ horse medicine, 
t’nat was on a shelf. 

“T said 1 had somethin' nice, didti’t T'’ she says, 
bringin’ sotnethin’ down an’ pullin’ otit the cork. 
‘I’m a W(.)m;in of my word, cveti when a man doesn’t 
deserve it.' 

‘’School-teacher, a minute more an’ I was wrapped 
arount the finest snort o' rye I'd ever hed in my life. 
I handed her back the hiottle; then I kotched holt 
of the sides of my overalls an’ started to dance. 

'“Go on about your business now,’ she says, cork¬ 
in’ the bottle and stickin' it back where she got it, 
‘an’ don’t tell .any of them mi'n, or they'11 be thievin’ 
around in here and get their heads broke, an’ yours, 
too.’ 

“So there I was, you see. School-teacher—the 
favored one. If a man, even a whiskert ol’ pictur' 
o’ mtisery like me, can’t get nowheres with a start 
like that, he'd better go away and drownd him¬ 
self. I’m goin’ to marry that woman, School- 
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teacher, before th5s year’s out. T promisst lier, an’ 
she’s a-promi.sst me—as soon as jeny- Rryans's so.ven 
years is np. Slie 'ain’t had the sorateh of a ]M?n olT 
o’ him for over six years an’ a half, an’ if he ain’t 
dead, the law, as yon know, says he ouglit to be 
That’s all.” 

Emic sal silent for a moment, ]ircssing his to¬ 
bacco dovai in his pijie-l'iowl with ,'i retlcctive thumb 
as Henry finished his tale of traiKpuI day-end lovr. 

“Welf,” ho said, '‘you’re lucky." Then the- 
shadows, that had been liftc'd momentarily by 
Henry’s yarn, fell again over his countenance. 

Henry Nicol, observing this, hnlf-sinilod again 
to himself; but said nothing until his pijie, singing 
shrilly in its stem, told him it was em]jly. Then he 
put his hand to the ground attd. with a dngle s]jringy. 
uncoiling movement, rose to his feet. From the 
standing position Henry perfonned his favorite 
feat of jumping up and cracking his heels together 
in mid-air. 

‘‘How are you for a walk, .School-teacher’” he 
said; “a six-mile walk before dinitcr—ihrect there 
an’ three back'"’’ 

‘‘Where’” inquired Ernie, ^spiritlessly. 

‘‘Over to the spookiest oF place in this settle¬ 
ment,” repilied Henry. ‘‘You mind Bill Hunt, that 
they gathered in oR' Itis homc'Slid, crazy, after him 
chasin’ them Hamsons out of their honsc with an 
ax? Well, it’s his old shanty I'm goin’ to take 
you to sec. Neil Collingwood, the constable, just 
locked her it]) and left her the way she was. He 
left the key with d'om here, Tom went over tlrat 
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day an’ helped him rope an’ lie n]’ Bill. Neil said 
if he took the key into his offiec in town, he'd lose 
it, sure, ]‘ll get il olT’n the eloek-.shelf in here and 
take il with n.'. s'j’s v:c can have a little jieek into 
th(' shanty whcTi we get there. It’.s the most ctir’ous 
old eahoo.se j'oii ever seen—all English stuff, an’ 
that, inside il.” 

■‘Well,” said Ernie Bedford, climbing morosely 
to his feet, ”1 s'pose we might as well do that as 
anything I'lse We'\'e geg nearly' three hours— 
three long, slow hours—to ])ut in before dinner^ 
time, haven’t we”’ 

"And if wc doo’t go before dinner, we won’t go 
after dinner, eh?” ol..served Htmry, slyly, "for it 
doti’t need no jjrojihet to say' where we’re goin’ as 
soon as dinticr’.-. over—-does it. School-teacher?” 

‘‘I’m not going anywhere this afternoon.” Er¬ 
nie Bedhu'd said this with grim, jtiw-set resolution, 
:is if Henry Micol, his only .auditor at the moment, 
had beeti thi' one most eoncerned in the decision. 

‘‘Well," Henry grinned, in humorous enjoy'ment, 
‘‘1 guess we ain’t none of us goin’ to try to make 
you go tmywheres you don’t want to go, this after- 
tioon or tiny other afternoon, boy-. ‘Far be it from 
.such,’ as the feller says, just hold on till J get that 
key, an' Til be right with you.” 

Henry dis;ipi)e;ired into the Kcrnagh.an harm- 
house. and, after a moment or two, came out, 
dangling by its string ,a steel key of odd ptittent. 

‘‘Old Bill had a ptuent lock on his door,” he s.aid, 
.submitting the key for the teacher's scrutiny. ‘‘1 
bet you never seen a key like that before, School- 
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teaclier. Tlic lock cost him more than what tiu- 
shanty did—tliougli he’s got some ])rcUy good siu/T 
inside, scattered around all over, til’ Rill was some 
pnnkin, f understand, over in the ol' country—a 
carl, or a baronite, or somelhin’ like that.’’ 

The two were standing together, looking at the 
key, which was in Ernie'.s hands, wlien ihcir oars 
were greeted by a ina.scu]ine humming, the burden 
of which seemed to be that the flowers that liloom 
in the .spring, tra la, had nothing to do with the 
case, tra la. They turned about and saw a tall, 
remarkably well-built tigure, more familiar b_\- sight 
t(j Ernie from his numerous calls at a certain Jsla}' 
farm-hou.so than it was to Hemyg although the latter 
immediately identified il. 

‘‘Well, I’ll be hamstrung,” said the fihilosophcr 
of Islay, cordially and swecpingly saluting, "if it 
ain’t our old fellcr-bum. Ashton. School-fearlier! 
Mow the blazes arc you. Englisli? We wasn’t ex¬ 
pectin’ you, but we’re glad you come, d’hrec ain’t tcio 
big a crowd as kmg as thc'v’re all hc-oncs, eh? Wc 
was just g<jin’ for a walk, the Sehool-teadier an’ me ” 

‘‘Wliai’s that you bally buckaroos have there'” 
inquircil .Vshlon, as, without invitation, he stc^iped 
dose and peered at the key in Ernie’s palm. ‘‘Ah, 
Englisli make. Jove' iliat's interesting, yon know. 
Who’s the owner'” 

‘‘It belongs,” said Henry, “to the parly we’re 
a-goin’ to call on.” 

‘‘Well, how does it happen,” said Ashton, lookdng 
from one to the other, and wagging his finger at 
each in turn, ‘‘that you two jolly rahscals have the 
zo.S 
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jolinnic’s key, if lie’s at home? I hojic, gentlemen, 
this isn’t a hbnsehrcaking expedition. If it is, you 
may count me out straightaway. A beggar’s got to 
draw the line somewhere, you know. 1 would much 
rather walk on Vilissfulh’ liy me solitary self, and sit 
somewhere on the rficks and sing, and watch the 
shepherds--ah—ah--” Ashton, in lieu of finishing 
his sentence, ajipendcd an airy sweeji of his fingers, 
as though he were running them across the kc 3 'hoard 
of an invisible piano. 

■‘Are we siqiposed to laugh at that, or what?” 
said Eniie Bedford, sottu vocr, from his jiosition 
slightly behind Henri’. ‘‘I can’t make head or 
tail of these blamed Englishmen, sometimes.” 

“He means the same as wliat you would if you 
said, like you was griin’ to awhile back, ‘This is one 
.son of a moose of a fine day. but how am T goin’ 
to ]nit in the time”” obser\-ed Henry; then, turn¬ 
ing to .Ashton, he said, whacking the latter soundly 
on his shapely,shirtfd back': ‘‘You’ll set on the rocks 
.an’ sing, 1 bet, old horse, if Bill's left any of that 
English fire-water of his kickin’ around over there. 
We ain’t goin’ to touch any of Bill’s thitigs, but 
whisky’s public projvrty. anywheres Bill was a 
good old sjiort, an' that’s whtit he always said him¬ 
self, when he h.adn’t one o' tiiem voylent fits o’ hi.s 
on. I’ve often set in with old Bill, over there. 
Even when he was rippin’ around sway-backed, with 
his ha’r on end. liftin’ his feet cTar to his crotch 
and playin’ catch with a loaded revfdvcr and an open 
jack-knife, ho alwtiys knew me—and he’d cti’m down 
right away when 1 come into his shanty ” 

?og 
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“Do you Iciiow. Nicol.” said Ashton, who had 
been standing, wlh his head on one side anci his 
hands shoved lightly into his pockets, in an attitude 
of deep interest, “that you are one of the most 
entertaining, and at the same time tantalizing, 
beggars T ever met in my life. Now, in tlie nairic of 
.all that's curious .and quaint, won’t 3 -ou please tell 
me who this Bill gentleman is, .and wliy he should 
be going around witli his hair on end and all the 
rest of it? It sounds a hit like Tlamlet,’ c.xccpt that 
it's much more mystifying.’’ 

“We]].’’ s.aid llenric “let’s get started across to'rd 
Bill’s, and I can tell 3*011 on tlie wa 3 *. 1 b’en able 

to talk and walk at the same time ever since I was 
a little shaver.’’ 

The three turned into the trail leading out through 
a gap in the poplar-grove, emerging on the toj) of a 
hillock from which the 3 * could see the road for miles, 
cut by interposing valleys into stn’ps that seemed 
to lie detached upon the breasts of the little hills. 

“You see them two long chunks o' bluff, with a 
little gaj) iK'tween, off there to the mjrthwcst ?’’ in¬ 
quired ricnry Nicol, pointing with a knotty fore¬ 
finger. “Well, Ihon gnji’s where the trail cuts 
through, runnin’ into Bill’s place. It's a little better 
than three mile from here. Ready—go!’’ 

With this irenry dropped into a long, lurching 
stride, his overalls swi.shing with a kind of whistling 
sound as he moved along the deep wheel-rut. Pres¬ 
ently, as this brushing noise grew more audible, 
Ifenry stooped and lumed up the ends of his 
trousers in a broad cuff. 
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“I interfere, in this narra wheel-mark,” he ob- 
seiwed, staidly, as lie turned eaeh gray sock u]) over 
the adjoining trousers leg to hold it tight. “I'll wear 
my pants all out an’ eonie liack lookin’ like that 
picture o’ Robin.son Crusoe in young Geordic’s 
Chri stmas 1 look." 

‘‘Jove! tliat's a jolly good idear!” said Ashton, 
turning uj) his trousers similarly; ‘‘unconventional, 
but economical—what ?” 

'I'hc teacher, after surv'cying the other two a 
moment, imitated the ]3rcvailing fashion; and , the 
three, thus liveried alike, trudged on, with Henry 
as ])ace-makcr. 

‘‘Well, now, Nicol,” reminded Ashton, presently, 
“what about our pros])cctive host, and his history?” 

‘‘Well," s.aid Henry, ‘‘to start off with, our pros¬ 
pective host ain’t at home; that’s why we got the 
key. Bill's in the booby-hatch.” 

‘‘I shall have to ask you to translate,” said Ashton. 
“In ihe what?’’ 

“The crazy-house,” said Henry. “Well, as I men¬ 
tioned to the school-teacher awhile back, ol’ Bill 
he was some inmkin in the old cruintry, as lu' called 
it. You ought to heard him ])lay his banjo—-though 
occasionally lu'’d go off into that liigh-class stuff 
that ain’t nothin’ but wrist-curlin’ and fancy-])raney 
finger-motions I o’lievc somebody told me once 
that Bill wa-- a e-'-i, or a earl’s younger son, or some 
dam’ thing. He’s got a lot of old steamer-trunks 
over there, full o’ good clothes he never wore. I 
guess he forgot they was there—ol’ Bill, tic come 
here, they say, long before there was any railroad 
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through this country, ami settled away out iliere. 
all by himself. Hunt ain’t his real name, he told 
a fellow (UK'C that he'd named himself Hunt because 
he’d b’en a-humiu’ the best part of his life fur some 
one ke- never found. The fellow Hill was talkin’ to 
told me afterward tlial he was blamed glad he wasn’l 
the ‘some one' Bill was lookin’ for, by the way ol’ 
Bill brussled up when he mentioned the way he 
come to name himself ‘Hunt.’” 

Ernie Bedford, glancing tow.ard Ashton, noted 
that the latter’s eyes had dikited a little as he 
listened. 

‘ ‘ Old-t imers say he w;is al ways a kim 1 of a myst 'ry. 
Bill,” Henry eunlimted. ‘‘lie never had a word to 
.say to nobody, no lime, them days, e.\er])t when he’d 
come into the old Hudson Bay ])osi tf> buy groe’ries. 
Then he’d hold his he;id uji, an' talk in the top of 
his mouth, an’ ntg let out a word that lu' didn’t 
have to, they say. He wasn’t crazy in them days, 
but he soon got that way, livin’ out there all by 
himself—an’ them Harrisons, after Harrisons settled 
aerost yonder, didn't hel{) matters much. Macki¬ 
naw! Bill haled them young devils: an’ nobody 
blamed him much for that. It’s a wonder he didn’t 
shoot one of 'em.” _^ 

'I'he sun had movi'd well uxj overhead when the 
three reached the ravine which ran like a dry moat 
around the solitary farmstead. On the farther sitle 
of the ravine was a fine headland, crowned with a 
poplar-grove. This grove was divdded, at the point 
where the trail went through, by a gap some sixty 
feet wdde, with two tall balm-of-Cilcad trees forming 
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a kind of nuuiral gateway, d'lie homesteader had 
cho.sen liis fann .site wiili taste, at any rate. 

“J dunno what jier cent, of a grade this here is." 
said JIcnry Nico], as they climbed the bluff; "but 
1 wisht it wasn't so much. Don’t you, School¬ 
teacher?' J know Ashton tliere don’t mind." 

"Cliafiing old sweojj.” panted Ashton. 

The road had begun to level again at the top of 
the hill as the ])edestrians reached the point where 
they could see through the wottdy gap, first an ag- 
gres.sive-looking old pump, with the handle sticking 
uj) in the air; ne.xt, an empty straw-rotifed stable.with 
do(>r .swinging wide, centering a,little pathetic .assem- 
l.'Nof rusted farm implements standing amid the long 
gra.--s, andfinally.a fair-sized sod shanty,with‘‘lamb’s- 
([uartcr” growing out of the thatch on the roof. 

"Well,’’ .said lienry. breaking a short silence, which 
had been occasi'med by tiie curious staring-about of 
the other two ,as they airjiroached this place of deso¬ 
lation and nn’stery, "here we are at Win’sor Castle.” 
lie thrust the queer kev, after some fumbling, into 
the lock. 

"Bill hadn’t a very straight eye,” he remarked, 
"when he ]nit on that lock, lie’s got it about half 
an inch below the to]i end of the keyhole. Maybe 
he put it on right, only it’s get tin’ tired a-hangin’ 
on. i'wenty-odd years is a long time, boys.” 

The door, after a couple of vigorous piushes. .swung 
open. A musty smell, like that of a second-hand- 
clothe.s shop, greeted the nostrils of the other two as 
they crowded up and peered over lienry’s shoulders. 

i'hey saw a dim interior, crossed by a band of 
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sunlight from the one small window on the oast side; 
piles of English paiicrs with broad eight-column 
sheets and plain-lettered head-lines; fowling-pieces, 
simrs, tall boots, an English j-iding-saddlc witli 
riding-crop leaning against it. magazines, cigareite- 
bo.xes, a banjo, and a idle of lauered mti.sie. In the 
center of the room, on a small table covered with a 
red cloth which was burnt full of small holes, pre¬ 
sumably by cigarette enrls, st<iod jtart of a tine cut- 
.glass drinking set-—decanter and glasses—two of 
the glasses being on the tal)]o and tlie other four on 
a shelf supportecl by wooden jtegs driven into the 
braces of the sod wall. C)n the shelf stood also a 
tall bottle with ati English label. 

“I bags the Ixtule," said Ashton, striving to make 
an intensely eager tone ])layful as he .sejuirmed past 
Henry and crossed the room to the shelf. 

“All riglit,” said ifenry, with a wink at Emic 
Bedford, "yon cait bag the bottle, if you want to. 
1'he school-teacher here an’ me will gunny-stick the 
decanter on tin- table, though.’’ 

“Sold!’’ exclaimed Ashton, as he ujicndec? the 
bottle. “Shaldiy trick that. Nicol, m3' boy—most 
disreputable of yon ’’ 

“I knew, you see, that Bill alway.s ke])t ’er hand3','’ 
remarked Henry, eonpilaeentK'. as lie tore a idece 
of ncwspajicr an<l nibbed the two months’ <lust out 
of three of tlic glasses from the .shelt'; “but I guc.ss 
me an’ the teacher c;in sjtare 3'ou a drop of ours, if 
you put up the cigars, Ashton.’’ 

“None for me,” said Ernie. “You fellows split 
what s there between 3'ou, if you want to.” 
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“Don’t he a bally stand-out, Bedford,’’ said Ash- 
Inn, rus he lifted his .ylass, 

“That's a 1 ] right,’’ said ]Ienr>' Nicol, as he raised 
his. “Don’t coax the lad, English—he’s bettor 
without it, Well, here’s lookin', Ashie, you ol' 
son of a moose!’’ 

The two clinked their gla.sscs and emptied them. 

“Jolly little to walk three miles for," said Ashton. 
“Is that the lot, Nieol?” 

“Dry as a book on hog-doctorin’,” said Henry, 
holding up the decanter and s])anking it significantly 
on the bottom. “Not much, but it never cost us 
tiothin’. 1 bet that's the best drink you ever liad 
for the. ])rice. English. Well, who-all’s goin’ to set 
down an’ have a little smoke before wc start back, 
shi])mates?“ 

“Ah!” said Ashton, as he pulled the cover otT a 
tin box on the table. “Cigarettes! What brand, 
1 wonder'" 

He exantined the little black-lettered label on the 
side of the cigarette he held. As he did so Emie. 
who ha])]>oncd lo be wal citing him casually at the 
time, had his full interest suddenly attracted and 
held by the change, which came over the Englishman’s 
face. For a moment he looked another man. 

“This—cr —1 lunt is. you say. in the asylum now?” 
he asked, presently, his voice, which held a strained 
note, coming through a clouil of smoke that was 
the merging of a series of jerky, nervous ejections. 

“He was headed for there two months :igo, with 
Constable Neil Collin,gwuod's hand <.tn the scrufi' of 
his neck—^])oor of Bill," re.sponded Henry Nieol, 
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who had missed the trrmsilioo in Asinon's face. 
“I guess there ain’t any reasonable doniit iic got 
where he was goiii', for Neil’s like one u’ tlu-.se here 
bulldogs—^lie never lets go till he’s tlirough.” 

"Could you describe—in a way--what the beg¬ 
gar looked like?" came Ashtun’s voice again, after 
a moment, througli the smoke-wall he had raised 

"Like an old tom-eal,’’ said Henry; "whiskert 
so’s he’d hardly room to sec.’’ 

There were no more questions from the other si<le 
of the table; but Entic, glancing at Ashton's face 
during the intcrv'-als in which it was edsiblc througli 
the Scotch mist of his dense smoking, saw the Eng¬ 
lishman's eyes wandering curiously from one to tlie 
other of the articles in the room. 

That evening, Ashton, lying with his pipe and 
magazine in the IMorton wheat-bin. drew out from 
his vest ]ior:ket and dangled befcire him cuntem- 
Iilatively—the key to the c-.abin of "old Rill Hunt " 
of the "homestead insanity.” 

"Possession's nine points of the l.iw. by jovc’" 
he muttered, conijilaceiitly. "However, f shall lake 
it back and toll .N’icol I found it. after I have a glaiux- 
through the things in that hut--at leisure and undis¬ 
turbed. Surely thi.s —this so-called Hunt couldn't 
have been—couldn’t liave been—Lonsdale'" 
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SIOUX BEX INSI’EOTS ISI.AV SCHOOL 

1 1 ' was a brii^lil IVIfincUiy nii>rninj;. Islay school 
liad bcoii called alvnit hall' an hour. 1'hc room 
was as quiet as a roomful of ycninirslers, even well- 
disciplined youny.sters, ever is—that is to say. it 
was still e\cc]')t for the huinminit of lessons beiiiK 
prepan'd in an \me<insei('us undertone; the indus¬ 
trious scniteh and lick-laek of slate-]leneils aiding 
young brains in casting u]> by mhts lEmie had not 
been able, in spite of mneh drilling, to wholly train 
pupils, whose ]>arents did the ojqx'site. to thirik in 
whole n\unhcrs when adding); the occasional squib- 
bing of an c.xcited whis])er ab(jnt something, general¬ 
ly from one of the six-year-olds; and the hen¬ 
drinking uhdation of Art 'Morgan going over the 
multiplication ttible. (Jf Art was confronted, for 
instance, with the task of ascertaining seven times 
eight, he eould never rememher offhand what it was 
—as few who arc. h;indii;appcd witli that dreadful 
horse-blanket over intelligence, the multi])lication 
table, ever can—but had to go back to seven times 
one. and run off the whole, sijool till he reached the 
combination he wanted.) 
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Onlsido the sdiool-honse. the Wheat-laivl samnior, 
which had reacheil tlic seasunal static'<jf early Aayu'^t, 
was beginninit to sh<iw auine nf tlie saiiie signs of 
wear and weathering tliat the country- peo])]e do 
when they have jiassed their ])riine. 'I'hc grass, 
that liad presented sneh a rieli and nnifonn green in 
jnne. was now a tawny eoltjr, llireaded and inter- 
loomed with gray; tlie foliage di.-^played yellow 
touches—not the bright, drained yellow nf after¬ 
frost, but a dull bunit-elay hue like the face of a 
sun-baked fanner of sixty: the slow, hot breeze 
moved carelessly, like a yawn-breath of wetiriness 
Ernie, thinking alemg this line as he leaned his 
elbow on the window-sill during a moment of leisure, 
developed the thing slightly further—mentally com¬ 
paring the dandelion-patches on the prairie to soft- 
boiled eggs spilled by a jialsied liand on the beard of 
an old man. Ec was jietting this conceit with a 
half-smile at his own gumjitson in thinking it up 
when his atlcnlion was drawn back to his paipils 
by a .sudden stonn of whisjKring. broken with little 
Ikjuid gig.glings. Every (we in the room was look¬ 
ing his way; and every face, even to the sober bnt 
not now rebellions one of Dave Morton, bore a grin, 
"Silence in the room I" said the teacher, sharjily. 
"Wliat does this disturbance mean?" 

Wdratever it mctuit, the disturbance contimied. 
commencing now to be broken l>y audible chuck- 
lings and ex 5 ;losinns from behind hands vainly 
pressed against months; .and jiresently Ernie became 
aw.arc tli.at the eyes were not looking at him, but 
past him—toward the doorway at his btick. 
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lie hnd not i:p to this ninment noticed tlie nigged 
slireiow-blot on llic floor Ijctween In's feet: but, see¬ 
ing it now, lie swung riliout. 

A liglit ]XifT of wind, coming past the figure that 
filled the oblong of the door even to the to]) of its 
frame, brought to Eniio's nostrils the blended aroma 
of wood smcike. nicoiine, buckskin, and all char¬ 
acteristic wild ]nmgenci('S of cam]) and trail. With 
tlic'se c-llluences wra])])ing him, and young Islay be¬ 
hind him renKoung the lid from its semsations in 
a clamor like a small cyclone, Ernie Bedford looked 
into the snn-blai kened visagt' and ])lacidly narrowed 
i-yes of Sion.x Ben Snn ('loud. 

^\^]at(•■ver his tribal lineage, Sioux Bon was, in 
ap]jc.arancc at least, from the beade(l toes of his 
moccasins .all the way nj> his si:< feet two of wire- 
cable bone and sinew to his brown-bracketed cheeks 
and the .stniight-stroked jiyrogr.ajihy of his hair, a 
chief of chieftains, 'i'o-day, however, he was not 
clad in state—at least, according to the popular 
notion of Indi.'in st.atc. From the waist doumward 
he was habited in a ]iair of vast bright-blue overalls; 
fnan the waist n])w;ird, in a rcd-flannel shirt OA'er 
th(‘ shoulders of which were draAvn sns]iendor straps 
stri])ed yellow and black and strong enough to hold 
a teatn of horses. A black felt h;il. its high crown 
l)tinded with a bright-colored cord, its brim broad 
and curled at the edges, h.ad been, as a concession 
to white man wavs, removed, and was held ujj cicross 
his chest by two great smoked li.ams of Inands. 

“Good day,’’ s,aid Emic* Bedford to this majestic 
jmcscnce, with a tinge of awe. “Have a chair.” 
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Sioux Ben removed one bund from hat-iirim, 
bent his head down, and ti'nirhed iho end of lii-^ 
auditor^’ organ, wliich was in si/c and sliajie like a 
generous ]»iec'e of liver, in slow dejirecal ion. 

“Ear had," he .said, with a thunderous Ituskiness 

“Have a chair.” re])eaied Ernie, in a roar lhn» 
owing to a light fold in his ihrnai, endod iu a kii-.': 
of squeal. “Here!” Tfi help Simix Ben\ eonijee 
hension, he set out. ns ho ^pokc, his own ofhcial 
ch.iir from beliind its table. 

“Ou tiyc'” said Sioux Beti. who had learned his 
first English frmn a Scotchman. “Chair vetTa good 
Vou're quite welcome.” 

He doubled up his long figure with a dignified 
slowness, sat down, and put his hat on the floor 
underneath the chair. 

Sioux Ben was called by the' ]iintK'crs of Islay 
f who, never liaving read Tennyson. dnul it less thought 
they were the originators of ils' titlA the Hero of a 
Hundred Fights. If they liad been his contempo¬ 
raries in the days when he was cutting a swatli 
through everything in the ])ale-face-invader line, 
they would doubrle.ss have termed him "that in¬ 
fernal old nitchie” f;i word ]) 0 ]iu!arly supjjosed to 
be Indian for “Inrlian” :md so i'i])])lied intertriball}’ 
in Wheat-land); but. Sirnix Ben bt-ing so old that his 
bay-leaves had commenced to fade before any of 
even the elder Isla}'anders were so much as bom. 
his record had enough of the glamour of antiquity 
to make him the subject of honorable exaggeration. 
One St Or}’had it that he had been to Europe a year 
or two before Waterloo, had met Napoleon Bona- 
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Tiarle, and liad prcscni od him unth a package of “Idn- 
nikinnick” fa dreadftil compound, .smoked lay the 
Indians behm* tliey heard about, tollacci.*). 'I'hc foun- 
dalion ftjr this legend was, however, somewhat elu¬ 
sive. and those who delved into the history of that 
time thought the legendeer must have got Sioux Ben 
mixed u]' with Tou.ssaint I'Overture bait hough the 
only occasion u]ion which the latter gentleman met 
Xa]Joleon was when he was wearing French hand- 
eiiiTs), 

Emie and Hemy Nieol had met the old chief one 
day,riding sidewise on a native ponyahead of an equi- 
jtage driven by the oldest, homeliest squaw in North 
American, ‘‘lie can't get a eayuse to fit him," 
Henry had said, "unlc.ss they could traiti one to 
walk on stilts; .so he sets on sideways like that 
to kcejt the grass from wearin' out his moccasins, 
lie’s about a hundred an' fifty years old, they say, 
and still growin’." 

By the time Sioux Ben h.ad .settled himself in the 
teacher's chair the school-room was so uTought u]) 
that Emie. although motioning peremptorily \ritli 
his hand toward Art Morgan and Roscoe Boyd, who 
were in such a tremendous state of excitement that 
they were catapulting each other alternately ofi' 
the opposite' enfls of the bench they occupied, de¬ 
cided that it. would be useless and undiplomatic to 
insist on more than a semblance of order as long 
as his odd caller remained. 

The old native, sat still for a moment, his eyes, 
amid their thousand wrinkles, moving glisteningly 
back and forth from one side of the room to the 
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other Fiiinlly he jxiiTiled to Dave, liinied to the 
teacher, am] 

“Ye ken yoji lad. Verra line, verra fine. Plenty 
jiorridgc, plenty scones, make liim. eli? Michty 
good. On aj’c—on aye!” 

The titter which greeted tliis was quite over- 
eTownod by a violent u-x^tlosion <if Tnerriinent from 
the vicinity of K(.)sc()e Boyd. Tlic THiise came chiefly 
fnan Art iVInrgan, who. with his head laid back and 
contorted and his heels siiasmodic.ally drnnnning the 
tloor, looked like .some ojie dt’ing. 

“Come, come, .Art!" said the teacher, sternly. 
“What’s this all about 

“H(.!—hee--hee!“ said tht' young gentleman ad¬ 
dressed, unable to straighten up. “llee—hoc— 
hcc-ee!" 

“Well?" said Emic, his hand moving with an 
ominous suggestiveness toward the ilrtiwer of the 
]jreee]norial ttible, in which a long-uriusod rubber 
strap curled dependttbly. 

“Jie—^he’s luoWng like liiw!'' gagged Art ATor- 
gan at length, jtointing weakly at Roscoe, whose 
head was lowered tmder the edge of tlie desk. 

Ernie rightly imeipreierl this to mean that Ros- 
coe’s moliilc features were, iti their shelter, molded 
into an aninuited cartoon of vSioux Pen’s millennial 
visage. He took a step toward the oll'cnder, but 
was stopp<x.l dead by a brown han.d which dropjjcd 
on his shoulder like a meat-horik. 

“Plenty laugh-out-loud, plenty jauk, make youttg- 
lad. young-lassie, grow," said the voice of Sioux Ren 
Sun Cloud, rising in his throat with a buzzing and 
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whirring like the works of ;ni old eight-day clock 
about strike the hour. Uc rose tc> his feet. 

“Tlegh, little-man Schoolmtistcr,” lie projiosed, 
gathering njj his chin and droj.in'ng it, altematelv. 
exactly like a very old man of the domintmt race, 
“my haims—three—-Imni u]», in t.ejiee, .seventy vear 
ago Bad weather; tire from the sky. J (.oine out 
of bush- -tejiee, horses, wee-eohs, litlin.s. all gone. 
Man, it w.as ;iwfu’. 1 live and learn—maybe one 
Immlred years. Veira good. 1 t;ilk tiow to otluT 
bairns iilenty young-kul, iilenty wee-lass—all over 
the eountry. Tell 'inn what’s what. 1 bide wi! 
you ten minutes by the clock, ,'1'hcn—hoot, mon; 
come awa’; time's u]), I say, Verra good.’’ 

M'ith this ]ierson;dly negotiated and self-con¬ 
cluded tigreement Sioux Ben Sun Cloud, turning tow¬ 
ard the class-room, erected his stgding-straight old 
si)inc until it was almost tilted backward., In this 
attitude he commenced :m address which, boiled 
down to its two main arguments. w;is to the elTcet 
that fighting was “na go.id,’’ and that “young-lads” 
must work hard ami ''make money.” this last being 
the jiurjaise and aim of all human endeavor —which 
would seem to indicate that Sioux Ben h;id learned 
more than his idiom from those remote Caledoniatis 
who had initiated him into the many-facelcd white 
man's tongue. 

Perhajjs .some of those, his conicmjwrarics. might 
have tnaiweled if they cotdd have hctird ;i tnan who, 
if rumor and anecdote were to be believed, must have 
n.-ished alotig the horizon of the st<)rmy aforetime be¬ 
girt and even kilted with the scaljK of those who 
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had disagreed willi Idin, telling the youngsters of a 
later generation that fighting was “na good.” 

WTethcr it was that Siotix Bi'n had been so .-suc¬ 
cessful in imjiressing his lessons of a long life upon 
the young minds of Ernie's juipils that he had teni- 
]jorarily tilled their heaiis to the C'xclusion cjf every¬ 
thing else, or whether it was that they had tin* ini 
imession he intended to return in the afternoon with 
his tomahawk and sealjiing-kmfe. ;md give them an 
interesting practical dcmonstralion (.)f his more 
romantic side, the fact remains that Emic Bedford 
failed so completely in the next quarter-hour to 
fix their minds on every-day scholastic matters that 
he dismissed them for recess at' 10.15 instead of the 
customary 10.^5. 

But the most jier.sonally interesting note of ihe 
day, to Ernie, in eonneelion with Sun Cloud's visit, 
was struck when, during the noon hour, Dave Mor¬ 
ton, in a moment or two of ilitTident eonversation 
with the teacher, mentioned that it was not so long 
since the old warrior, after .sitting for a time in the 
,\rorton kitchen and watching Clara at work, had 
gone to Adam and olTered to join with Clara’s in 
marritige the honoraldc seorched-jiaper jiaw of the 
Jlcro of a IJimdred Fights, and 1,0 bestow upon the 
father as an espousal gilt ii couple of beautiful 
beaver-skins I 
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TIIK I.AVING AWAY OF JAMKS TANTAIA’S DOVKR 

A re you nil ready, School-tenelier?” inquired 
Henry Xieol, shovin.y his head in Ihroui^h the 
open window of the Kern;ighan living-room, where 
Ernie Bedford sat. at work on a set of examination 
])apers with which he intended to sound the erudition 
of the ujiper four tirades at Islay school. “Whoa, 
there, \'ou oneasy son rrf a moose! CloninKwe, to 
me!" The im])erative part of Henry Nicol’s ut¬ 
terance was not addressed lo Ernie, Init to J’unch, 
the Idack huit.sty-l'tmy, who was trjunit to pull 
Henry’s ann out hy the roots with the bridle-rein. 
The bui;.y:y, firmly attached to Punch by Mr. Ker- 
naghan’s Sunday-bcsi harness, edged to and fro 
with the pony's fidgeting. Its tidy raised lop, new- 
wiped with a cloth soaked in coal-oil, ('.ast a shadow 
ticross the window. 

“Just finished,” rejoined Ernie, rolling up the 
loose' j)a])ors and sticking them away behind the 
clock on the shelf. “It seems more like Sunday 
than Saturday, doesn’t it. Henry. . . . Poor old 
Jim!” 

Henry did not respond until the two had climbed 
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into the vchii'le and were i-rtin-in.i: away liKli'ly and 
smoothly idunst the trail leading toward John Beam 
isli's ]jlacc. 'I'lien he sai<l, solicrly; “Lve knew 
him ever senco 1 struck this liere settlement, Sehouh 
teacher. If I harl tt dollar for every time Jim’s 
stood me the eiyars at the Ht.nnmer<'i;i1, )'<] lie 
livin’ on the interest o’ my money an’ liavin’ a 
whale of a time. Jim he eould Inive stooi] 'niost 
anything you’d get across a l)ar, an’ ke]it smart an’ 
sassy till he was ahout eighty, I bet. Ihit gojihta- 
jioison— Mta'kinaw!” 

“Beamish onght to have known better than to 
have that strychnine st.anding around in buttles 
without labels,” ifrnie jjut in. 

“The label wouldn’t ’;i’ m.ade .a gnsat pile o’ <lil- 
ferenee,’’ stiid Henry, sertijhng .a little overlo<»ked 
spot of imul oil the dashboard with his thtimb-nail. 
“Jim ho thought cverv' bottle that .shapie was his 
friend, an’ he’d never have bothered to look at no 
label. No, sir, yo\i envildn’t h.'ive warned him away 
from the neek of an ol’ rye.-bottle with a skull an’ 
erossbones thirty foot high. Ob Jim'” 

“iJid he; drink it all?” imjuired Brnie, screwing 
11]! his face a little :it the idea. 

“Rvery hast sip, .School-teacher—Sft Jack Beam 
ish told me,” answered Henry, evenly. “ It was one 
o’ his driest ckiys- though 1 guess pritty ne.ar every 
day w.as' a dry <]ay with Jim. He'd held in for 
UKjre 'n a month, you see, an’ on the Saturday lie 

was gf)in’ to tell Jtiek to go to.” 

“It’s a wonder a close rn.an like Beamish would 
let him go .jff into town like that, so mtmy tini'-s, 








LAYING HIM AWAY 

:un] ki't'p nil ]iayin,L; liis \va»fs thirin^ thasc—ihuse 
vacaiinns,” (il)sen,’ril l^rnic Hodf'inl. 

Jlc'iiry locked annind at the teacher willi a kind 
of stare. “Kei-]) on ]iaym’ him? .Scliool-teacher, 
1 diin'i want tc Ix'cnecmjdimeniary; Imt you don’t 
surely mean to tell me you think Jack Beamish 
]iaid him for them days he was tiff, do you?” 

“Well, hardly, 1 sn])])ose,” admitted Ernie, a 
little- .abashed. 

‘‘Hardly!” ejaeulated Henry Nicol. ‘‘Hardly, 
did I enderstand you to say? Sthool-tearher, that 
.son of a moose do<-ked ol’ Jim from the minute he 
left yo o’ Ills pimv-handles till the minute he took 
.ahull of them agen. He rigui'ed it out to the second 
- to the half a cent—an’, wli.at’s more, he'd only 
;',ive Jim half-time for the first day on agen. He 
would claim jim was kind o’w.alibly-1ikc, an’only 
wt>rth half-monc}' for that first day, you see. But 
he’d wiark of Jim till sundown, just the same; and ol’ 
Jim he’d jilrav as much land, too, that half-time d.ay, 
as if he hadn’t had a snort for t,wo years. Why, 
Jack he ni.adc money out o’ them times Jim went on 
(he toot.; that’s wliy he’d let him go. You’d have 
to get up ettrly in the morning to get ahead o’ then 
Jack Beanii.sh, School-teacher.” 

‘‘What wages did Jim get?” intcr]iolated Emic, 
looking at the fiacks of his finger-nails (a habit he had 
unconsciously caught along with other inanncri.sins 
from the nomitd-school lecturer who had involun¬ 
tarily given Eniie Bedford the mode, while he was de¬ 
signedly im])arting to Itim the method, of pedagogy). 

‘'Well,” answered Henry,“ 3 '-ou an’ me both knew' 
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Jim, didn'l wo, SchooI'leiiclK'r? An’ wc both know 
Jack, don’t Ave? So i don’t see why Jim’s ]iay 
sltciuld be no secret. Jack gi\-c him tAvcniy dollars 
a month in summer, an’ ten in winter when he 
Avasn’t so dr>—ol’ Jim’" 

Henry said ‘‘ol’ Jim” Aviih the same cadence of 
cnnA-enlional lioma.ye to the de-jiartcd tliat the 
mounier in higher circles might haA-e used in saying 

‘‘WTy, that’s only about half ])ay, as fann wages 
run noAv, isn't it'-'" Knii(' commented. "Why 
didn’t Jim go and work for somebody who would 
pay him dei'enl wages'"’’ 

‘‘You think you got me there, d<in’t you, Sehoob 
teacher?’’ llenr\* answered, playfully. "Well, I can 
e.xplain that to you, too, in about ;i half a minute 
Jim knew Jack was stire jjay, an’ he kncAv that he 
Auuld get his lime whencA'cr he wanted it. He’d 
rulher get twenty for ci-rtain. an' gel his throat 
wetted ])rop('r. once in a while, than .gambk; on git tin’ 
thirty-five an’ m.'iybe have to go ’round Avith his 
tongue a-han.gin’ out. 

“Jim told me aliout once when he was workin’ 
for JciTv Bryans—a man tluit Avas no good, though 
he married the finest woman in the country an’ 
then skip])ed out an’ left her, Avhich was the best 
thing he ever done, School-teacher. Well, Jim his 
dry time come around one Akiy tibout six weeks after 
he started to Avork for Jerry, and he, went an’ ast 
for his time. Jerry ast him Avhat he thought he 
Avas, a bank, to haA*c money nn him in the spring o’ 
the year, six months off of harA'-cst-time. 
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“Jim says he didn't knotv ivhetlier jerry was a 
bank or a jail, but he knew one thing, lie had to 
have some sassaparilla or die; so he pasted Jerry 
one in tlie eye for luek, an’ went off to tty an’ run 
his faec at the Commercial. But you might as 
well go a-huntin* for water without a witch-hazel 
as try to get a drink off of Tom Ta>-!or when you were 
broke. Jim he tried twice—the first time when Tom 
was in the bar, and the second time he came back 
when j\lis’ 'I'aylor was behind the counter. 

“Jim he always had the idee, the homely ol’ .son 
of a moose, that he could get around the wcemen. 
So he ])estcred her for about a n’our. till fin’ly she 
come out from behint the i:ounter an’ took Jim by 
the cuff of the neck an' the seat of his pants an’ 
h'isted him out through the door, slap into Jack 
Beamish, who was coinin’ along to get his team from 
behint the Ii\-’ry-,stable. 

‘‘Well, you seen Jac.k, School-teacher: he’s like 
a tree to bum}) u}) agenst. He never even blinked. 
Jim bounced off of him like a ball hittin’ a fencc- 
|)ost. Jack looked at him .an’ ast. in that slow- 
figurin’ way o’ his’n, if he wanted a job. Jack knew 
he was a good man, from Jerry, who ust to tell all 
his business to everybody. 

“‘I want a job, yes,’ Jim he says, ‘but I w-ant 
.somethin’ else first. I want about a bar’Iful o’ 
sassaparilla.’ 

“Now anybody else W’ould a grinned at that and 
stood Jim the drinks an’ let it go at that. But 
Jack he never cracked a smile. He says; ‘All right, 
if you come home with me I'll buy you a bottle, an’ 
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take it oil of your first uiuuth’s pay. '^Tu can drink 
it on the way fiut.’ 

“Jim Ins eyes sticks out at. that, kind of. He 
starts to’rds the liar tiiten, tnkin' a siiort an over 
Tum Taylor’s big black Nenfinjii’lan' d'lg, iliat gets 
up anumlcr Jim and rides liini on its back about 
tliirty fool before In* tumbles otT tin’ et'ines back, 
grumblin’ at the dcla\'. Hut just outside the bar door 
Jim 1h' kind o’ ketches holt of himscif rm<l holds 
himself tight, an’ stojis. ‘One boulc!' says he, kind 
of gulpin’. ‘Why, that would only tease me. man! 
Huy me lice bottles, right here an’ now. :md Til come, 
with you. If you don't, I’ll hire with s'.ime one else.’ 

“O’ euur.se Jack he knowed Jim would have hired 
with the <lc\-il t<; get even one bottle, lie was that 
dr\’. But he says: ‘All right; five it is, then— 
five or otic, it don’t make no difference to me. It 
all comes out e.’ your jiay. I’ll hniy you a half a 
dozen- chi’ Jack he knew he would get them 
half-dozen at a nshiced rate, but Jim wouldn’t know 
that, an’ so he’rl make the dilTtsviice out of ol’ 
Jim, you see. School-teacher, ^'ou'd h.ave to get, 
uji early ...” (Henry paid his usual compli¬ 
ment to the tieumen <,if Mr. He.amish.) 

“So thtu’s how Jim e.imc to hire out with J.'ick, 
School-1etteher, an’ he’s b’en with him ever .senee 
that—goin’ on about eight year now, J guess it is. 
.Man, he was jilastcred that night when they got to 
Jack’s!—til’ Jim! J;i<-k he was feclin’ jiritty good 
himself. He don’t mind ttddn’ a drink now an’ 
then, if .somebody else is jiayin’ for it. But Jim!-~ 
six whole bottles!—IHaekinawI” 
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Tlcnry's trim' was si ill ihal of a moiimor as lio 
ntUTCii i]h‘ Iasi wnnls; Init, inio it he had imrorhu'ed 
a note ot something like admiration. “('M' Jim!” 
he intoned again. re?nini.seenily. “Six bottles!’’ 
Ilf squinted relleilively jdung tlie handle of the new 
buggy-whi]). 

‘'Lookout!” exelahned Hmie Bedford, involun- 
t.arih-; eying the sna]t]'ier of th<'whip as Henn,’, look¬ 
ing away absently, let it (h^seend toward Punch’s 
ear. Henry glanced around; Imt jnst as he did 
so the e;ir and whi]) met with a eontaet less rmle than 
startling. Punch, the skittish, with a snort and 
juni]). changed sh.aqily fosn th(' center rut of the 
tr.'ii! to tile left-h.and wheel-mark, rasping the wheel 
of the buggw against a stone in the side of the dee]), 
<lusty hollow. 

“Steady there, you useless white-footed jumpin’- 
jnek!” growleil Henry, in high im'tation. as he drew' 
in hard on the lines .and craned his neck over the 
side. “Am I to sjiend all montin’ ;i-s])ruein’ this rig 
UT) to go to a funer'l, :in’ now here you go sjiokc- 
.shavin’ .all the jiaint nff'n my wheels for nothin’. 
Sfhool-teaiher, I’ve drove this horse four hundred 
times, if I’ve droc’e him once: an’ he ’ain’t learned 
yet that 1 only carry a wliiji for style, not to use. 
But, Mackinaw! I'd like to lay the bud to him riglit 
now! A semteh on thon rim like the Missouri 
River drawed on a ma]j!—-you stone-combin’, 
mis’.able shaganappy, you!” 

Henry exhibitf'd more choler th.an Emie would 
liavc thought resided behind those calm wombat 
whislcers and those cont('m])kitive Aurelitin eyes of 
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faded blue. But the specldessuoss nf Imrsc and ri_u 
for a Sunday or ceremonial drive a siron.e; social 
])oinl with Henry Nirol If the yony had tunieil 
the bu.y^y over and thrown him out tmd muddit-d 
his Sunday suit, but in tla* act somehow miractilon^ly 
avoided leaving; any mark on the vehicle, he uouM 
have t.aken it ns a matter of course. Ifmic, in f.a.-i, 
noted that, allhouyh Henry had nibbed a niud-spfii 
about tite size of a five-cent piece ofT the dashboard of 
the rig, there was eme the size of a half-doll,ar on tlic 
cuff of his trousers that he had never noticed at 
all. 

Henry Nicol kept glowering frowningly over tn 
the scratch, then straightening uji and fiog.ging the 
horse in pantomime with the whi]), .all the rest nt 
the way to John Beamish’s. As soon ns,he tumed 
in ;it the farmer's gate, however. Henry put the 
matter out of his mind and became at fmee his usual 
])lacid self, with a mental facility at which Ernie 
inwardly marveIed-~ilro])];ing the whii> into i).^ 
holder, clucking at the pony and making it stir!.- 
up its head and trot .smartly along the Lane betvreen 
the oat-field and the barley-jiatch. .Arrived in ila' 
vicinity of the farm buildings, Eniic was surprised 
tf) sec that Henry turned down toward tin,' itablcN, 
instead of driv'ing directly to the house. 

“Going to put the horse in, Henry’-'’’ he asked. 

“No—going to tie up down here. School-teacher,’’ 
Henry e.x'plained, “because he’s laid out in the gren- 
nery—-ol’ Jim!” 

Three men got up from a wagon tongue on which 
they had been .sitting, as Hour}- pulled up in front 
23; 
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of ihc p-nnan.- 'loor- fAlou'-workcrs of jim Dover’s 
on ilio Oraniish farm Twu were in rouph black 
sniis, smelliiii; strons^ly of the hayloft in wliich the 
“turkeys” of the liired help were stored, and with 
little seeds like hots' eggs on horses stuck about in 
the nap of the elulh. Thi' third man, who had 
evulently been niade((uuleiy ]n-oviiied for ceronionia! 
oeeasion.s. l.nn had made out the best he could, wore 
a new pair overalls along with his rusty black 

The three bobbed their hcc'ids a little deferentially 
at llciir}*, who n])peared to Ifmie to Ix', for .some, 
reason, master of ceremonies instead of merely a fol¬ 
lower rif the funeral cortege. 

“’Day. George' 'Day. Rob! blow do. Charley’" 
resjiondcd liemy*. in a bri.sk, business-like way, 
ducking .slightly at each in turn as he climbed out 
of t.hc buggy and tied the horse to otic of the wheels 
of the wagon. “Is she all ready’ Where's the 
preacher?" 

“U]) to the house." said Charley—he of the sky- 
blue pantaloons—mildly. “.Tic ain't jiuttin' him¬ 
self out much " 

“He'd m.ake more fuss if it was Jack we was 
buryin'. wouldn't he, boys?" observed lienry. 
"Hovs, make vous aerpiainted with the vRchool- 
teaeher. Rhakkinds' He's a friend o' mine, and he’s 
a friend o’ Jim's. He's knowed Jim sence the day 
he first come here to tc.'ich; the three of us, Jim an’ 
him an' me, we rode out together as far as Jack's 
th.at day in the same rig. Didn’t we, School¬ 
teacher’" I lonry looked comically at the teacher as 
^33 
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he conclurlnl the introduction; tlicn. with rut extra 
knot to tile tic-roi)C which secured tlic diafinj; 
Pundi, lie turned toward tlie granary. 

“Come on, Sciidol-tcacher, an' see tlie joh Mac 
done on him; and tiien we'll go up to tlu' liouse an’ 
get that preacher.’’ Witii tliese wi mis 1 Iciiry bustled 
into the granary. elinih>ing up In- the ilai stone which 
had been ])laced beneath the deep sill as a stc]i. 
He led the way back into a cool i-orncr between the 
wheat-bin and the oai-bin, when', smelling faintly 
of the eiiibalmer’s drugs, a -['lain black eoflln resterl 
on three lillcd wheat-sacks laid down in a row. 

'Phe panel tA the casket was open at the head. 
Henry took off his hat. licnt down, carc-fully dusted 
a few ,spccks of chafT off the gla.ss with his pocket- 
handkerchief, and straightened up again into a 
standing position, stroking liis wombat whiskers 
with a kind of grave apjirrival. 

“Mac ought to lake out a ])atent for that system 
he lias o’ reduciu’ wrinkles." in* said. ])resently. in 
a thoughtful lone. “He’d in,-dee hi^ fortune out o’ 
some of these here weenien that is so jiart ienlar about, 
howoM they look, lie’s jiulled about fifty years off 
of of Jim’s looks. Von wouldn't think he was any 
more 'n about ninety five, to .see him there—now 
would you. School-teacher?’’ 

Eniic, who had not been able to take his eyes off 
the face, showing behind its glass like an uncannily 
real ])ieturc in a bk-ick frame, thought he saw the 
origin of the mctamonihosis to which Henry iVicol 
referred. Macnamar.'i, the undertaker, had not 
only elevated the chin a little, thereby taking u]) 
23'1 
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llip slack of the dcqicr wrinkles, hut into the minor 
lilltis of the rjuccr slriaie muinniy visaye he hatl 
dnstefl jiowder until the deep sunhuni had heen 
t( tried 1(1 a ptile lirown. 

“lie Idok'. ;i hahy tin'ro to what he did the last 
time I seen liini --itiNn’ limn Fanny natre o’ jack’s 
a yoin' ora'r fur step]iin' (ml of th<' tnices, a trick 
she's yot. while jini w<is a-serajtin’ tin'clay ofT the 
plowriieer. ^^m ’.ain't yot a chew on you any- 
wht'res, have you, Bohi''’ 

The tall m.m with tin hay.sw hlaek trousers 
h.anded over to Henry a piny end from Iiis hi]) 
pocket. ■ 

'■^’ou nevt->r foryil to rhanyc till the thinys out o’ 
ymr ti'ielo'ts when you ehanye your jtants, do you, 
hoy:-’’ Henry Nieol rcmarkei], as lie jtiekod a wire 
femV'Sta])l(' out of the lohaeeo. “^’int h.any on to 
thi'm ste<'])les as if tliey w.as worth ahout a dollar 
apiece. . . . Well, we w;is all his friends, wasn't we, 
itoys ^—oV Jim''' 

'I'he three rouyh men ykmced at one oilier in a 
(jnellei! way. 'I'hen ('i(‘oryc Pearson, whost' blue 
shirt showed throiiyh in little jititelas at his ellxtws 
and whoM‘ brace-- were reiiaired with binder twine, 
k'oked uji and said: 

“What relations was you an’ him, Tdank''’’ 

“Me an’ who“’ inleiToytiled Henry. 

“Him,’’ said (leov.ye, ttirniny his thumb down a 
little .yinyerly iiwvard the still fetitures with their 
(;is it now secmctl to Emic) slightly bored cx- 

“No relations." said Henry; then, a.s he caught 
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the otlicr's lie nddcd, snnicwhni liasiily and 

irrclcvamly; “Hasyans bnys.qot, t,hc hind scat, lor.k 
out o’ Jack’s democrat’ Bob, you was Jim's bunk- 
mate; you drive the. liearsi'.’’ 

But (icorge IV.arsnn was not In be tunicd by so 
]irimitive a device as changing the conversation 
from saying out his say. 

“Well,’’ he went on, continuing as though he h.-ni 
never been inteiTU])tefl, “what with jiayin’ Mai’ for 
cornin’ out all this way from Oaklntm to il.x Jim ii]'. 
an’ makin’ good to Jtick for our lime an’ the rent of 
the democ7-at for the aftemuon, an’ bnyin’ thi' cotTin 
and the lot out thei'C in the eomcl.'iir\‘. an’ gnnn' five 
dollars or .so, ] s’pose, to that English-church 
preacher—’’ 

“Well," put in Henry, defensively, “there’s more 
style to iliom linglish-ehurch ministers, an’ wi' 
want, this thing done right, don't we, bo_\-s- -o).’.. 
Jim! The FmgHsh-diurch prayer-books' has it all 
wrote down whtit to say. I tohi this iireacher tu 
bring along half a dozen extry books, so's we can 
feti'h in the--the responses. Tlu' Schoi.bleacher 
will show us where the place is, when the preacher 
gels goin’,’’ 

“—what with .all the.se hem expenses to meet,’’ 
proceeded George Pearson, doggedly, “vou’ll be set 
hack .about four months' pa}’, won’t vou. Hank'' 
We’d h.ave give’ our time free to ol’ Jim, toc). ^'ou 
nce’n’to have paid us for that.” 

“Uh, well,’’ said Tlcnry, lookang down at the 
coffin and the neatly embalmed figure, nriw th,at he 
had been willy-nilly reminded of his part in the 
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roremoninl, wiili a certain air, fil* pride and pro- 
jinetorslii]), “jael< he don't jxiy. yons hoys much, 
an’ I ain't a sjiendin' iinin myself. 1 yoi nothin’ 
else to do with the moiu'y jn^;! now.” (limie 
iiotKcd th;n a tnnKjiii!, pensi^•<‘ expression crept 
into Henry's deniuri’ eyes and' wrinkles, and that 
he stroked his womhat whiskers .softly, as he added 
I lie kisi phrase "nist now.”) 

As to John Reamish, Henry did not mention—for 
he was no tronlde-maker that the Pinner liad licld 
him n]» for donhle time on aeeount, as Reamish 
elaimed, of leltinjj; the work get hchind in the busy 
.season. 

‘‘Wei!,’' he said, in a ninmenl, coming briskly 
out of his reverie, ‘'ol' Jim will be dust an' ashes 
before we get him tinnndt'r, if we set lien' an' wait for 
that iirotieher to crime out hy liimself. Come on. 
Sehool-teaelier; yrni can talk to him better tlnin 
wliat I can.” 

W'lth lhe.se wools and t!\e application of a vigor- 
oils hand under the toaehcr’s armpit. Henry hustled 
Emie Redforri out of the gmuary door and. calling 
itaek a direction to Rob l.owi' to have tlte democrat 
ready. Inirricd ti]' the knoll to llie Rcami.sh lann- 
house, 

John Reamish and the minister, in the farm-liouse 
living-room, were giving each other of their best 
in convensat ion d'he farmer leaned bade in his 
chair, his thumbs Iiooked in his vcst-sleevcs, in nn- 
cronscious imitation of the rural politicians who had 
been John'.s only availabk' model ;is to the correct 
attitude for jiolitc .aitention. The clergyman, his 
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flat l)lafk lial .siirmninUint; tlu- Itililo ami ihc ] 
].irayt.T hiKiks on llio table, his ci-ial-tails yal 
11]) and thrown aerfiss his knee>, and his hairy. ’ 
liored hands inuvini; in an e\;]»osiioiy way, w, 
U'luiiiyy himself at his (’on\’ersati(,inal hi'sl, in I 
U) his wealthiest parishioner. 

The farmer, as Henry and the teacher a]i] 
in the doorway, lifti'd his hand in the suave 
of the money-m.aker to th<' man from whom i 
is to he made; hut the minister, who li;nl rei 
his fi-i; for the funeral .si-nace in advance and 
it two days ayo, l•onlimled to the end of his j) 
tion hefore he turned aronnd. 

“’Day. j.aekt'' said Henry. “How’s th’ 
'rhen to the clergyman lie .said, briskly, hut 
resjjcct. “W'ell, sir. we're all set an’ reaily, 
are.” 

“Set and rearly, my e;oo(i fellow?” , The mi 
looked with a vaem; exi'ression from Ernie t 
.sjieakcr; then hack a.i^eain to Ernie. 

“Ves, vsir,” said Henry. “Ready to j'la- 
Jim.” 

“ Plant ^—plant ?—ahr, yas,” the minister r 
his fec't with i-onsiderahle deliberation and v 
de])recatiny ylam e at jolm it'ami'.h, ;is thoti 
say, “\'on'!I excuse me while I attend, to this 
matter, I’m sure.” tlatlierino u]) his l')Ook 
seltine his hat fussily on his head, the ehuri. 
then turned, inelined his hack forward ui 
fonned a roof-like anyle with his leys, the ; 
beiny his coat-tails; ])Ut forth the hairy. ' 
pored hand with the thumb extended ijcnjc; 
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larly, and said to tlio farnit'r, “I will llicn, my dour 
sir. wish yni ,ynod day for the ])n.'sant.” 

jolm ili’amish .shook liands: and ihc ininislcr. his 
iiack siil! inclined to thf front a liilio. as tlion^li In.* 
were waiting for .some a]i]ioimed signal to stndghtcn 
liimself out, ])ushed it.'isl Jlemy and lirnic as they 
stood in tlie <Inorway. and hurried (.(IT down the 
ji.atl). Not until lie had reached ;i jmint al.'ioiit 
twenty yards from the liouse did he turn and wait 
for tlie two to overtake him. 

“Where is the - ahr -deiiartedhe inquired of 
lietny; looking lirst at the sky. as tdiougli he were 
(juestiug for signs of rain (exeiqii that he ke])l Itis’ 
eyes sliut) and tlieu dr.'iwittg a kind of head down¬ 
ward (ill he reached the level of Jleitry’s Iiead. 
Arrived at this jilane. he ojicned his eyes and motith 
slightly, as though his f;iee had cracked simultane¬ 
ously in three jilaees, and .awaited Ileury's resjtonse. 

“In th’ '.Tcnuery." Henry ansua-red. 

“Ahr' Jn thee-ah granary. 1 see-e Well, let, 
us proeei-d thithali. 1 think’’- the elergyuian laid 
his hand softly atid ingratiatingly' ujion Henry’s 
anU '-“l think, do \'on know, we can shohten tlie 
seiwiee to meahly :i jirayer or two. Now. don’t you 
think so. yes?” 

“No, .sir.” Henry’s lone was resjioeiful, hut finn. 
‘AVc want it just like it is in the hook. We only 
got to bury ol’ Jim the once, you sec--not like ok 
'IVim rmldsione, flown South, when a badger on- 
eovered his rough-l>ox, and the sextont had to 
drownd the badger out an’ fill in the liole the second 
time. ...” 
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“Ahr," the Tniiii^ter ]itit in. hojiiinj; to win liis 
way hy jocnsity. “ilirn. was vtTv wrong i,if the Lad- 
gah—very re]jreliensi!)le, very Xo\v, wasn't it'" 

“Oh. he done worse 'n ihttt," rejoined Henry. 
“The jtreaeher cotne ont into the elinrehytml lo 
see him drownile<l uin. an' ite darn near ehtiwed tltat 
preaeher up an' swc'Ilered liiin when he was ;t-dodgin' 
the se.xtont, and tlie spade “ 

“Oueh!" .said the elergytntin, playfully. “What 
a shocking Viadgah ! But wlnil say—t.T—Mr. Niet'lt 
Shall we al.m'dge ''' 

“A-briteh nothin',’’ said Henry. :> little testily 
“We want the whole thing, liritt'hes an’ a!l--fr(jni 
the tossel on its eaj) to the toe-ea]is on its hoots 
I give you five dolltirs for this, you mind, .sir.’’ Jdenty 
ended, rejiroachfully. 

“Ahr. very well,’’ yielded the cleric, crossly; 
“ver-ry well. Let us make haste, then, my gnotl 
fellow.” 

“It wouldn’t he. right lo oL Jim. you see, .sir,” 
Henry temporized, qtiit'kening his steps to keep up 
with the other's irate increase of sjiecd; “hut 1 
can give you another five dollars, if that would hel]> 
any.” 

“Xot nccessaryp I .ashaw you, Nicol, my m.an,” 
the minister responded, somewhat, loftily; but his 
stride visibly slackened, and presently he added, 
with a little dawning s7nile, “Still, it would help the 
church, you know, my frit'iid.” 

“All right,” said Henry; “that’s selllcd, then. 
Yon come around with me to Tom’s, sir, on the w.ay 
home, after it’s over, and I’ll see that the churcli 
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”01 s another five-spot. ]f Tom ’ain’t ROt it on liim, 
]’l] bony it off the Srhnoi-1 eachcr hero.” 

"Ahr!” ihe minister tnmod arouml to Kmie with 
a radiant look am] ih” liairv, vvliile-jiurod, litind ex¬ 
tended, tlinmli n]j and fin.Rens straiehl mit, qniverin.R 
witli eordiaiity, "this i.s onr vouiir friend, tli(' new 
Islay ])roressfir. is it' And h'lw a' yon. my lioy' 
\\\‘ liave not had tlu- ]il<‘asy,av.- of seein.y yon at owah 
inei*1 itiRS— -but we slial], we sliall, I’m sh.aw. , Sliall 
we not?” 

’“] guess so," said Ernie, as tlie hand, touched in 
the ricnter by liis forefinger, collnjised around liis in 
a loose, moist li.and ; 

"Well, here we are,” announeed Ihairy. 

The demoerat, with its hind so,at removed, had 
been backed ujj to within ;t few yanis of the granar\' 
floor. Tlte hearse team, ready harnessefl and tierl 
tfi the wagon v\ln‘e], were tryin.g to establish social 
rekitions with the surly I’uneh. who stood, his eyes 
snobbishly half closed anrl his ears canted back 
forbiddingly, f>n the ojijiositc side ot the wtigon. 

d'h(.‘ three hirer] men. whr; Inari in the inti'rv.al 
resumr-d ihi'ir si-ats on the w.agon tongue, arose, red 
and embarrtisscd, brushing incchanit ally at tlieir 
tatterer! coats 

"Nr.w, boys." said Henry, lowering his voice, 
"we’ll bring him out I's four that was ol' Jim’s 
males will bf> the pole |ii;dl|-l.e;irers. Come on 
Jk)b. his bunk-mate, an’ me will take the head; 
an’ yons, fieordic an’ Charley, ttike the lian les at the 
fuoi." 

d'he niinisier, glancin.g ;it his watcli, tucked his 
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linoks n^.'iinst his rihs, braecil his i-hinw 
liarks (if ilmii, his kmicklcs amier Jiis c 
waiti'i], his eyelids IlnlieTdny ti]i and dn 
jiatieiitly. liiniie sUiod acmss iV'nn him, out side 
llie ”ranary d(»ir. 

'i'lic four (ilhers filed in, and afur a period of 
s.erapinj; and shnlhini^, broken by sofl-l.oned direc¬ 
tions from Henry atid tlie click of the eof)in-]iane) 
closed home, for ihc kisl lime ovi-r ihe face of Jim 
Dover by his friend Henry Nieol, lliey re.'qipi'.'treil 

“Watch whal you're doin' tiow, Ijoys,” said 
Henry, .a little shnr];ly, as he sie])jied earefnlly flown 
from the hiqh <loor-sill, having noted out of tin* 
eoriKT of his eye that the two at the foot “f the 
easkt'l were slarin.y h.ard ;it the mini'ner and noi 
watehinj^ their way. ‘D’ous e:in see the preacher 
any time -all yon tint, to do is to no to elinrch 
ree'lar - ,bni yon v.v.n't c^et another chance not to 
'lro]i jim .'in<l bust, him open. So look ont ! Siisady, 
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lialflu'tl. ciii]))}' ^raiii-sncks ItcMK'.-illi ii, tJiat il 
iiii.uli! takf 1111 liann fruiii llic jilting of iho rig. 

■‘^■olls r.nildn'l fini! ilic iiackliMard, ch?” com- 
inciitri] llciiry, .scnitiiiizing tlu; opm end of the 
deini'cral diox. ‘ AVd!, ihcii, (ieordic, ytm an’ Charli'y 
had licUer .Mh in tli' hack, Iiere, an’ waieh he don’t 
•■-lil'oul. I'll elinilni]) \vn h 15oI) on the.'iea!. Sehool- 
leaiiier, ^ain hring the jireaelier along in the hnggxn 
Keej) a tiglit line on llion Iknieli horse, for Ite’.s 
kind o' triekv, an’ tivo ])erfee’ly goed neeks may 
get liioke if yons go gellin' .alisent-niiiuh'd,” 

“Sec an' don't lose .any o’ them hags, men,” 

I .ailed John Meamish. in his stolid hass. .as he stood 
at llie eonier of the gr.an.aty, nmnehitig at his quid, 
and watched the democrat with its coflin ;md four ■ 
shahhy mourners move away from tlu‘ shed ih;it had 
Keen iiieotnmode<l for two nights .and two dtiys hy 
:i liifed nttm tmahle to jiay for his hed. 

L’fider a vfnmg ]) 0 ])!ar, in a modest corner rif tlie 
hltle eemeterx.' willi its three-stratid harh-wire fence, 

;i grave, nc.atly dug hy JJemy and J3oh the day he- 
fore, awaited its ten.ant. 

'i'hc scedv (!crg\anan. even his dismal monotone 
l.ulmg to quite mar the clTecl of the nnhlc passages 
from the <'huirh of Ihiglatid office |or the hurial of 
iliede.ad, tn.anaged to jump from “llerih as it were a 
sliadow” down to “forannneli" while Henry and 
I'loh were hiisv with the lengths of eloihesdine that 
lowered jitn I'tover’s coffin into the rough-hox; and. 
v’.ilh saggitig hook and jo\ang eyes, .sneeeeded in 
ledneing to a dozen listless lines that lute .and solemn 
jiorlion ol the service which aeconi])atiics Ihc ret urn- 
-.|3 
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ing of the t-artli into the extuivatitm. A rdii'vi'<! 
yawn, making the llnul i.k'ric “Amen" iiUcj seme 
expressiun like “Ah-yem." concluded the feniial 
laying away of Jim Dover. 

“Them Icind o’ preachers,’’ said Henry, “is ]iroh- 
ably drew into the ministry by the ]'rfis]ie<'' ef only 
one day’s w^irk a week.” He was sitting, along with 
IMr. Xenia.glian and Ernie, till tlircc in their sock 
feet, filling Mrs. Kemaghan's preeinct with tin- 
.smoke of good iribticco, and listening to the niin 
that had followed their arrival home from theeeme- 
t ery. 

“But," the philosopher of Islay eontinuefi, ;ifle! ;i 
moment, stroking his wombat vhiskers mediituively. 
“you got to have a ])reacher, even ojte o’ them 
kind, for a buiyin’, just the stune as yon got to get 
;i lawyer when yoti want a will drew uji [iroi^er. . 
And then, too" Henry j.'ansed with his htnid 
emw'ed around his chin, smiling serenely ;it some 
[iletisant turn to his relleetirms- “o' course you 
etin't get tilong without 'em, neither, when two 
people is—is a-getlin’ morried.'’ 
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Al-ThK I'll'iIK PRAPTICE 

C i.ARA IVIORI'ON niul Ilia iV'lhunc wore ]nckiiii; 

uj) the hyinII'bonk'; in I'llay selionl-houso 
wliioh was alvi Islay ehuroli --after tlm weekly 
yraeiiee of ihe elmir Clara bad nryanized anion^ 
till' Mcthnilists of the disiriet If tlie teller of this 
tale has stieeceded in ]>rescntin,y Clara jiisUy and 
in her true eharaotor to the reader, Ibo latter will 
not be surprised to find Ida forynveii for-her out¬ 
burst after the butli-rily episode ot a ju'evious day. 
As for Ida herself, she iiad de< idmi, after an oveninu 
of sulkiny. that it would be. to use a sayiiiy of tAdicat 
land, “eiiltinp' olT her nose to spile her Jaee,” to 
"straight off Vnne," as she hail at first intended. 
Her iieople would insist on her workiny; out some 
j)lace--if not at IMorton’s, then elsewhere—until 
thev were “on thi'ir feiu.’ and she would never find 
an easier “bo.ss" than Clara Morton. In view of 
this, she had responded to Clara s disjiosition 
to forRivc and forget, with a kind of grudging 
tiucc. 

Ida was not in the ehoir: but Clara had had two 
reasons for asking the girl to conic witli her ‘ for 
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.-onijirmy" on thi; iKilf-inilr walk from the Mnnon 
farm to llie sdiool-liouM‘. 

The. first reason was that the male cltnristers wmiM 
lirino their “yals” witli tliem, ;ind Clara did not 
want to di‘>orL;anize hi'r ehoir by jntttin.t; herself fa^- 
some wonld say, “ajinriiose’') in a ]iosiiion where 
somelioily clse's yotin.u man wonld feel ehu'alrously 
bound to “see her home.” 'I'he other reason was 
that Ernie Eedford, who knew ehoir-]irai tic e date as 
he knew no otlus' day of the week, would jmilMliiy 
■‘dro]> in” just as she was retidy to "o home; and 
Clara wanted to show him. without resort to ilu- 
usual feminine devic-e of interyosiny an aj'iiarent 
rival —a ])lan she was too Imnest ;ind foursrjuarc- a 
little sou) to use, anyway that she didn't need him, 
.and that he eould devote him.selJ entirely to Mabel 
Beamish if lie waniecl to. 

But there seemed to Inive bc'en little nc'eessity. 
on this evenin.e, fi.r Clara to liave ef]ui]i]"ied herself 
ay.ainst Ernie’s eoniinj;. d'he liMiin books wa-re all 
piled up tiilily, the oryan dusted, < lo'-ed, and locked; 
and still Jda and Clara were in sole tenancy of tin- 
pri mises. 

They ]nnned tiieir hats on by the round beveli-d 
bit of mirror in tln‘ ore.an-fnp, .'.tniiphlene'l the cloth 
on the leai In-r'-. table, ;md eros.-ted toward the door 
Here, how'e\-i r, Clara, after ktiterint; a little- to .sc-t 
.arielit a pii tore frame lilted sliyhtly askew, jiaused 
atid i,^lan< c-d ayain tiround the room. 

“1 think,” she said, with a little heiehlenint; rif 
color, c-.areful!y avoidinjt her companion's eye as 
she spoke, “that we'd better sweep uji a little bit, 
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liefure \vc Jim mid Nai and Lizzie, when 
lliey were cuUing np tliai time, seem to have seat- 
tered tlie teacher's erayuns around a little. You 
]iiek u]! all the jheees of chalk, and I’ll jto out into 
the lobby and ,itet the brorim, if 1 ean find it. Rub 
olT that scribble they made on the blackboard, too, 
after you eet the chalk lacked up,” 

'riierc was a very insiftnifieaiit amriunt of chalk 
drop])ed, and Miss Rethune, who knew “what was 
what,” picked it uj) rather disdtunfully. and erased 
the scribbline- -which amounted to no more than 
the one word “la'z” ehtdked on the lower c'mmer of 
the blackboard --with a single scornful swijie of a 
brush. 

“llo-o!” she nnitteusl to herself, bcantiipt; into va¬ 
cancy with luT pale-jtreeii smile “A-tryin’ to imt 
in time till ’e conies, eh' Rut 1 shall stick to you, 
my lady, tiyht as wax. If you didn't want me alonj;, 
you shouldn’t 'ave htirsked me to cornel” 

flutside, in the starlit darkness, on one of the 
trails which ajiiiroachcd the school-house, a hemse 
and buyjty came .alone at a ])ace th.at, while the 
ostentatious trottin.u "business” of an old beast 
e.xperienced in man psycholoey made it apiiear an 
almost ^oiipLpfor the doctor s])eed, was really not 
much faster th;m a brisk w.alk. In the vehicle were 
two an.xious men. whose faces bn'ehteni'd as, round- 
injt the end of the jtfnve. they saw the school win¬ 
dows still .a^low, 

“Good! They’re there yet. Charlie,” said Ernie 
Bedford. “Now you jnill uj) here and wait till I 
take a peek in the window ;md see il the choir’s 
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gone home. I’ll wave to you across the window- 
pane so yon’ll see my hand, if it's all right. Then 
you drive ujj hehind the loliby and wait there till 
you hear 7ne say, ‘Are you rearly'' llien pull around 
into sight, as quick aiid iioisy as you like, so they'll 
think you tust got there.” 

Charlie' Tinker, from the point of view of material 
possessions the most eligible, even as liis ]>ersonal 
eharaelenstics made him the least desired, uf the 
unmated, men of Islay, had lieen “swi'Ct ” on Ida 
bethunc ever since chance ami the Sunday-sidiool 
]ncnic and sharji, sl:itteni!_v, many-babied Mamma 
Bethuno had thrown them together, a couple of 
months ago. (I agree with yoti, reader, that there's 
no accounting for tastes.) 

Ida had lieen at first doubtful. "I don't want 
'im,'' she had said; ‘‘not me. mar. 1 should be 
bored to death.” 

‘‘Wot if you are’"” her mother had said, sitting 
among her brood like the picture of the "old woman 
who lived in a shoe,” ' ‘‘Ueggii-, if yoti tlon't givi' 
Lionel 'is hoot, n-ight hciff, wnh no more nonsense 
ahaout it, I shall smack you - -riglit on your bare 
be’ind. . . .Wot if you .are, I say, IHda? 'F.'s worth 
two thousaml jiaound, if 'e's worth a ].)enny, that 
nitm 1 wish I w.as in yawr sliocs, my gel --I should 
'ave 'im like winkin' ” 

Ida had evidently thought the intitter over more 
carefully after that; and, having pt'ch.-qis decided 
that It was belter to have any kind o| beau than no 
beau at al!--ld.'i's stormy petrel individuality having 
made lier somewhat of ;i wall-flower in Islay dis- 
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trict—liad ('kriilcd on a ]3a^^sivc rule in llic mailer; 
that ns lo say, slie tolcraU‘(] Mr, 'I’inker, withonl 
j.Mvini; him, as he comijlained lo her mmlier, “aye, 
yes, ner no." 

I’his allilude, however --as those liaviny expen- 
ence in such matters know- is the most jhquant 
method of leading on the Romects of the world; 
and Mr. 'I'inker was now in sneli an advanced stage 
of infatuation that lie was oiT his feed and losing ten 
pounds a mmith. 

It was, therefore, with almost an abamlon of joy- 
ousne.ss that, when Ernie Bedford aj^icaird in the 
Tinker shanty this Saturday evening, its jiroprietor 
had listened to the unhslding of a ])lan whereby, 
ajipearing op] tort unci}'at the school-house door, he 
would be assured of Miss liethune's exclusive cum- 
jiany all the way from fslay school around the alkali 
swam]) to the Bethunes' door. 

“'ro-mon-ow's her Suiuiay on'," Ernie liad .said, 
“so she’s sure to be going home to-night." 

“But, lookin’ al the whys an’ the wherefores of 
it, young feller,” Mr. 'I’inker had ])ondercd, knock¬ 
ing his ])i]K* out against a rusty stove-lid, slicking 
it into his hi]) pocket, and taking a ehew ot tobacco 
for variety, “it ain’t the hitchin’ up ] mind, but 
won’t a horse an' rig get us there loo quick' A'ou 
can’t ])ut u]) much of a argument in fifteen minutes. 
It’s only a mile. WTai do you say?” 

“Certainly take a horse and rig," had been Emic’s 
res])onsc. “She mightn’t come if you were on foot. 
You know what Ida i.s--she likes style. And then, 
besides, it might look too mudi like a put-up job. 
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Fake your slowest horse. llKnij;h, if you like—ilwre's 
10 S])ecial I'hjeelion to Uial.” 

“Ves, ihal's so.” Mr. 'Pinker had a.^T-eed—‘‘yes, 
.lint’s so. Sehooi-teaeher. you should a’ li'eii a 
general. J won’t. I'e a minute. I'll ya't that old 
Kate m.are with a kind of a tronui' ivalk. ShcM 
'ool anyl' 0 <ly. When you’re in a huiTV n 's no use o’ 
iekin’ her; ymi ^ot to yet out an’ jiush.” 

‘‘All riithl. all ri,t;hh’’ lirnie had reioined, im 
itit.ienlly. “but .yei a move on. or they'11 i'e yone 
lefore we yet. there." 

'Phereat Mr. 'I'inker had leaped for his hat, 
iumiied over the .stove, and disa]>i)eared in the diree 
dun of the. stabha 

Miss Hetliune. at the srhor.l-liouse, haviny denned 
)tT the li]ai:kboard ns reijuestetl by Clara, had half 
turned to sit down in the. ti'adier’s'cliair, when she 
suddenly stiffened and straiyhtened — then, with a 
lowl like a St. Bernard imp, fled into the lobby an<l 
1uny both tirms anmnd China Morton. 

"What on earth's the matter now, Ida'''” .said the 
l:itter, stayyi'riny a little 

"It’s lialidi.'tli il'.s a pee]jin’ 'Pom I ’B lookeil 
riyht in the winder on me, 'e did I” 

"Peejiiny 'Potnrepe,ated Clana, a little startled, 
altliouyh she had never luard the term. "Wh.at's 
that -wh.'it <lo you mean'-’’ 

A loud roar of lauyhter, whieli froze the blood in 
the veins of .dfiss Bethnne but merely fvntsed Clani 
to redden a little, sounded outside; and in a minuti 
Brnie Bedford, wlm liad hi'ard the eonversation 
through the raised sash of the liibby window' as 
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lie ('.'imo aronnf] the liuilthnt;, ajijieared in llio <l()or- 

“( Kv,” said Miss IF'lhiine, .i^iilpin.e: herlu'art liaek 
into jilaei', '‘it's only 'ini, eli? A little nmre an’ 1 
shnuM ’ave ’ad a fit.” 

Clara eyed the new-eomer a little enldly. “Ida 
will see that I y^ct home .safelv,” .she said; “yon 
nei'dn’t htive Ironhleil toenmo” 

“< *h, well,’’ sai<! hirnie, rlircrfully, “I’ll yo only 
jiart way then. An- you readv?” 

“Are yuii ready"'” This was the cue for Mr. 
'I'inker, sitting alertly in the I'liyyy just around the 
I'orner, to Icmy the lethareie Rate em the flank with 
a willow rod and driv(' int.i view. 

“Why, hellid 1 lere's Charlie Tinker I” said Emie 
Pedi'ord, ilrawine ]t,-iek into the ,sli;ido\v tf) avoiil 
the eye of Adtiin Morton’s danyliter, whieh was like 
to bore :i hole in him. “'Itiveniny. Charlie! (’.real 
yrowiny ua-alher!” 

A starmjt-i'yc'd ynint from Mr. Tinker was the only 
response, lie had pushed his hat hack .and was 
lookiiit; hel])lessly at the teai'lier for inspiration. 

“I bet- I know who you're aftei,” rallied that, 
yountt man. “Ida, here’s voiir chanee for a ride 

Mr. 'I’inker moved to the ulttTmosf farther edye 
of Ids seat and woke Kate out of a do'/.e with a fieree 
adjuraiion to “hold still.” 

Whether Miss Pethnnedid not see wind Cl.arn (as 
Enn'e now notcfl with erowiny shei-pishness) saw so 
j.lainl}', or whetluT she deeided il would not be well 
to jm.sh her jiaiiisttdvine .admirer too far, can onl^^ 
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bo siimiisod; lint riflor a very slighi hosiiaiion slio 
stcpiH'd toward I.ho btptjgj'. 

“Well - if bchavo,” she asscnti'd, a little 

cofiucLtishly. 

'I'ho starlit, world roeloil, Itinicd a soniersatilt, and 
slowly and gidilily rijthtcfl itself as C'ltarlic Tinker 
watched her elittih up beside httn. niitnbly, aitd 
sittint; ;ts far ;iway as he eonld witliont ftdliti.u oil 
the edRO of the seal, he ajtjdied his rod with viitor 
to the ribs of Kate. 

Mi.t.s Bethune, after some distance had been 
traveled in a silence that was b(\i;innitig to got on 
Iter tiervcs, glanced down at the sjt.aee which seemed 
to he going t<t waste on the seat Iretween herself an<l 
her comitaniott. The Inrebing of the vehicle f»tt the 
rough Itraneh trail g.avc her tin exctise for diminishing 
this s]iace by imjierceiitible little edgings; and this 
she comtncnced to do immediately after her glance 
down. By the time the bttggy turned into the level 
stretch, of the main road her shoulder w.as joggnng 
softly against Mr. Tinker’s—jogging, jogging, jog¬ 
ging him into speech! 

‘'Well,” Ernie felt like the piasoner at the har as 
Clara turned tow.ard him in the schonl-hou.se door¬ 
way, after the others had left, “that was veiw smtirt, 
wasn’t it —Mr. Bedford 

“W-weli,’’ Ernie repeated her introducloiw 
word nervously, “what’s a fellow to do'’’ 

“T don’t think you need come home with me, 
after that," she said. “It’s only a short way, and 
I’m not afraid.’’ 
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“I won’t let yon yn home alone," Ernie bum 
out, “not if I have to tjet back ami trot lichind, like 
;i collir-i](iy. Now, Clara, wh.at's the ni.atter? 
What's tlir—mat ter? '\’ou’re not a flirt, and 1 
know you’re mU doiny this just for—fur devilment. 
Now tell me wh.at’s the m,at ter?” 

“Well," said Clara, siH’akin.y a^yinn in that pri/te- 
rebus way that made her cajmpauion want to dash 
his hat to the .ground ,and jump up ami dow7i on it., 
“you acted pretty smart to-night" (by “smart" 
Clara meant deceitful—the terms are often inter¬ 
changed in Wheat-land—and elsewhere) “j'retend- 
ing you didn’t know Charlie 'T'inker w.as there, when 
you went .and brought him over on purpo.se; .so 
I'crhaps you’ 7-0 l7'ying to ;iet smart in other w.ays. 
If you had77’t done this to-77ight, I niighl have— 
7isked you S(j7uelhi77g ;ibo7U so7iu*thi7ig. Hut now 
J don’t know whether J will or not—ever!" 








DEPOSING A FARM OL'EEN 

nicked it in nt tlio side, mid then lean.'d ii]> to Iut 
nnrlcT tile 1)ng,iry-top one liami on Iuts 

just one jileasf"’ he said, witli an amorous 
inflrc tion 

No. nr)! stiid the woman, pnlJiny la-r haml awav. 
“i mlo tile iiorsc and let us yd om of tins"’ 

Ashton, a Intle sulkily, wiait to ih( h/n-kney’s 
hc.ad. unsn.)-] 1]idl i.hc Isalter roj pc, loosed it from the 
tree, and, brinyiny ii i);ii-k with him, threw it into the 
bottom oi the buyyy 'I'hen. y,athtrin,y tlie reins 
in his hands. In* laid his foot on the step, wonderiny 
•a little, as hn diii so, at, the (luiek st.art of her who 
was to be ills eomjjtinion on that midnight drive, 
and heaved u]i to yet into the vehii le. 

It would, liowever, have taken a stronger inisli 
ignvard than Ashton was able to yiee with the toe 
tliai resieil rpn ihi' ,yronnd. to hft him into the biiyyy, 
tvith that deiaminy \ ise of ,a h.anil 'lep-iijpymy the* 
sudden tibsitirpii it had, i,aken ujpon his shoulder, close 
to the eo]];ir-bone, where it eomnienedi by a slow 
<'omj)r('ssion to cause n pain that turned Ashton 
white He swuny about, jerked ftee, and llirew 
drnvn the lines--wliieh Adam Morton, immediately 
and just in the nick of time. < aiiyhi ii]' .ayam 

“Dcpii’i yon knov, hmv :<> htmdle a Irv horsi' no 
bet ter ’ll thal ?" lie saiil, deeply, "Do you want the 
1 least to run away and kill her'" 

I'hen, stejipiny close to llie biiyyy, in the jikaee 
iust vae.'ited by the Ifnylishmtm. the farmei ierked 
away the laji-riiy and stiid, in a'tone new to i!u- 
woman wlio sat there, iiiiriyhi, jiale, and still 
"^'let out and ,go n]i to the house"’ 
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Mrs, Adani Morion clinil'oi] ont wilhont a woni 
ml went. Allan) nnliin lied llie horsr, Ind iL 1iai !< 
I its stall in tltn end of the slaMe. and dn-w ofl the 
tirness. '’rin-ti. after lookinj^ to see th;il the aninial's 
taiiiter w.as filled with hay, he eatne ont, shut the 
tint door, .and ])nf in the wooden jie.i; that did 
nty .as a lateh. liavin” done this, he tnnied, titnl 
oe-ame aw.arc of Ashton, silting u)i the edge of the 
Lonedioat. 

“ \Vh;it~ yon here yet ?” lie .said, with an ey.])r('s;,ion 
■hieh the ntoonlight modi' nnreadalile. 

‘A'es," said Ashton, with soinelliing of tt sm-rr . 
1 thonghi you might, want me.” 

“ Well,” stiid Adtim .Miirton. ’n lintitig with straight 
ned forefnigi'r to the patl) le.ading through the 
ilverlioriw'-llushes toward the road allow.-uiee, “it''- 

fme night for a wtilk. ^'ou itike one—and don't 
ome hack.” 

Ashton got nil, shrugged his shnuldi'n-t. .and walked 
w:iy. lie htid sltirti-d along the jiatli when Ad.atn 
ailed him. ih' turned, tind saw the fanner throw 
ig his sTuoi k down on the sto)iedioat. 

“I gni-.s 1 oiigln to lit k yon fur this,” Adtnn 
.lorton stud. ‘'Stri]!'” 

.\shton w;is no <■o\^ard. ‘‘T shall be ha])])y to .give 

on ati o|)|)ortuni! \’ to try,” he obser\’ed, removing 
roin hi-, oun .-ithletie shonl/lers, tis he e.ame ba'-k, 
he raegyd .\orfolk jarki-l, ,'ind to-.sing it ctirelc'sly 
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the <]nnr i.'avi‘ inward to his push and Im found 
liini'^clf in iJk' (insn darkni-ss, with its blend of 
niolderin.^ smells. It was a little like invading an 
undertaker's ])reniise.s. 

lie struck a inateli, lighted a coal-oil laniji whos(’ 
I’las.-. bowl slioued glinting dully from a bracket near 
the honiestcaller's bunk, and, with a great sigh of 
relief, sat down. 

In spite of the forlorn squalor of the ]>lace, Ash¬ 
ton began to gci a vague home-liki' feeling and home 
yearning ,as he looked around ujion die assembly 
of obieets that had each one its mile of suggestive 
uess o| that ,greai hitle island tqioti whose soil Ash- 
Ion, for retisons be‘i known i<i himself, had nut set 
foi it ill t uo dci ades, 

'Phe small dim lamp threw its light, as the iti- 
rushing I !a\ligln had "u thai iirmious Sundaymont- 
mg \'isii. on haighsh jitqiers, with bro.ad many- 
colored pagesatid jilainly let lered head lities; it shone 
oti lowling piei (o, on garments, good oiiei,'. now iti 
till stages ol disrepair, but undeniably ol F.nglish 
eiii and material, fltini; heller skelter over backs of 
ehaim and in dusty conieTo. and on this evening the 
little lamp, with its slanting, iqiward glint that, 
caught all eryst.al edi;es I ranstiguranily, revi'aled 
another article of interest that had somehow es 
raped the e\es of the thri'c who had visited ih(‘ 
lilaee on that past .Sunday 'Phis was .a second 
decanter, of ;i different iiattern from the one on the 
table. With a thin tumbler beside it, this vessel 
oeeiipied ,'i shelf away up ni'tu the iJoinL where the 
ei'iliin; and the wall met 
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which, lilimily am] iii a ciutchiii.u through 

the air. I'm-ntnitiTi'i] ami gripiicJ llu; manger rail. 
The sccoml ,‘^igii was an (xid (iHipjjfi] olT exiialalion, 
ending in a snimd liiat was, mi a small scale, not 
unlike a linn’s hark, 'riu- third and decisive indiea 
tinn that 'he sleeper had aw.akeiied was the up 
rearing aho-.e the edge i>f the manger oi the chaotic 
hail, red eyes, and < Irinialkin \’isage rif Henry 
Nicol's tnend, nld Hill llinit n| the “homestead 
insanit \' ’’ 

A day’s imirncv in a eat llc ear and tin afternoon’s 
cautions tramp along the familiar ravines tiiul 
through the seehiding groves of the (kikhum tmd 
[slay <li'-,incts had < overed the two hundred miles or 
so from the asylum in the Itirge town down the 
M iV N to 1 Innt's lanii So cttnningly had he con¬ 
trived his escape tliat the tittemlaiits were even 
yet, eight ecu lionrs after Ihs disajipearanee, search- 
mg the shnihliery and all other possiljle hirling- 
places within the u.all that inclosed the asylum 
grounds, in the mishakmi belief tlitd. the csea]:)ed 
patient had never pressed the gates 

Arriving at his own lonely door some time after 
(lark', ami linding it locked. Hunt hml gone over 
to the stable, flung himself down e.xhansted in the 
manger, and proceeded, by his usual way of twitch 
and start and mumble and occasionrd outcry, to a 
kind of slumber. 

If the dreams of sanity are at limes dreadful, 
how sliall it be with the dreams of mania’-' What¬ 
ever Hunt had meant by his savage grip of the [inp- 
lar rail as he came out of his sleep, whatever inkling 
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or intimation he liad received in that short period 
of uneasy torpor—^it is certain tiiat, wliile liis actions 
in their grotesque and wild variety were suggestive 
that his brain had boiled up into what Henry Nicol 
would have lemied a ‘‘.s])ecin] voylent” mood, the 
general path of Ins movements was uncannily and 
ominously direct and definite. 

He strode toward tire door of the stable, proceed¬ 
ing in a splay-foetted, lunging way; crossed the log 
threshold fumblingly; and, tuniing, started up tow¬ 
ard his hut. 

Hunt’s head, even in his calmer moments, was 
never still, but ke])t turning rcstle.ss1y from side to 
side, as though he were looking by turns over 
each shoulder. In his prresent mood, this queer 
lateral movement had become rajjid, jerking. ncrvou.s. 
The Grimalkin beard liissed as it brushed back and 
forth across the ragged coat lajrels, the eyeballs 
.shooting into the Irackward corner of each socket 
as the maniac darted his bright wild glance over 
each shoulder in swift allcmation. 

Procceditig in a ramping way along the weedy 
path. Hunt had arrived within three feet of the 
shanty door before he seemed to become aware that 
the ])lace was lighted and occupied. 

Then he halted dead. His head stopped at a 
half-tum, rigid as though its turning mechanism 
had, as it were, slijiped into a notch and locked fast. 
His eyes flickered over the bent head of the man in 
the hunk—down over the shoulders—farther down, 
to the slim, long-fingered liand that held the comer 
of the English newspaper. 
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The third fm,”:cT of this hand, which, in tlic posi¬ 
tion Ashton lay, was close np to the lnm]i, was 
banded with a si,crnel-rint^ bearins; a big seal of 
]3cctiliar shn]ic. Hunt’s eyes, reaching this seal, 
fixed and dilated till their red rims lay round and 
tight about the circles of bloodshot white in which 
the irises .stood still and glowed. 

For a moment the homesteader stood thus—not 
a muscle, not a limb quivering, dlien slowly his 
back straightened; his shoulders squared; his head 
,camc u]) and back; his right ami ro.se till it was ex¬ 
tended before him, fonning an angle, slightly acute, 
with the line of his body. 

There cante a slight click. Ashton looked up— 
then, with the quickness of a man who had had to 
move lightning-like before in many crisas, he threw 
himself forward and downward, rrilling under the 
edge of the bunk As he did so there came a wicked 
flash, a shaiq) rc])ort, and a kick-out of musty dirt 
from the sod wall behind where Ashton had lain. 
Then the maniac was across the cabin and upon him 
like a catamount. 

There is no coping with the terrible wire-like 
strength of insanity. After a short terrific scuffle on 
the floor the Englishman, bleeding, half-blinded, and 
almost mad now himself wfith terror and ])ain, ]3ut 
out all his force, tore free, and mshed out of the 
cabin, knocking the table over on his way—no defi¬ 
nite pur])ose in his mind except to run, run, run! 

Three elements combined to make this death- 
race infernal—the hour, night’s weird noon, with no 
hope of finding any succoring brother of mankind 
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abroad; his pursuer, a maniac, a demon, tiger- 
muscled w-ith the dreadful strcn^h (jf ins.anity: 
and mcTnoia’, which in his moment of grcaiest need 
had taken all his strength and spirit nf resistance 
away by its Judas trick of revcalini^ Hunt’s identity! 

Lie tore reelingly down the hill. Hunt after hitn 
and gaining. Direction, distance, locality—all were 
lost qualities. The darkness seemed first a Idack, 
whirling mist; then, as his strength ebbed, took on 
the semblance of dark water, in which he moned 
laboriously as a diver on some sea-bottom. 

A badger burrow suddenly received one of the 
chased tnan's lurching, rec'kless feet. As he tum¬ 
bled fortvard his ankle snapped. Regardless of the 
agony, he tore the foot free, proceeding onward at 
a grote.sque hop, his hands jibbing up and down. 
At the edge of a slough—a dark round water-hole 
hedged with willows—he fell, and Hunt got him. 

Sir Elumphrey Lonsdale, baronet, stepped in over 
the thre.shold of his Western home, where the little, 
lami) still burned on the bracket nc.xt the bunk. He 
.set up the table that had been knocked over, and 
on it he cast down a bloody, knotted stick. 

He was straight and calm now. His head had 
not resumed it.s uncanny Jateral motion. His eyes 
were sane, slightly weary, infinitely .sad. 

He drew up a chair witli a broken back, .setting it 
beside the table; then brought over the lamp; then 
went to a shelf at the side of the room, took down a 
revolver, slipped into the chamber a single cartridge, 
and laid the weapon on the table near the lamp. 
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Next, from a tnmk in tho comer of the shanty 
he drew two ])acl\aKcs—^an allium wrap]:icd care¬ 
fully in ^ecn chamois, and a neat leather shaving- 
ca.se. He brought these over to the table. 

Remo\*ing his coat, he jiicked uji a hand-mirror, 
pro]ipcd it against the bowl of the lamjj, sat. down, 
<ii}i])cd oH tin: gray, unkemjh, On'inalkin bieard, and 
afterward shaved with great ('arc; then went and 
washed face and hands; and, lastly, parted and 
combed back his hair. 

Then, and not till then, did he reach ovep soft¬ 
ly and with trembling fingers, for the album. Un- 
wra]:)ping it tenderly, he turned till he came to a 
photograph, which he detached from its paste¬ 
board clip and sot up before him on the table. 

The portrait was that of a young woman, graceful 
rather than actually pretty, with loose, fair hair 
and tlie dependent, drooping, irresolute little face 
that invites disaster. Lonsdale leaned over and 
looked down at. it; and the jticturc, as pictures %H11 
when looked at .steadily and long, gazed back at 
him and at last seemed to smile. 

Then, reflectively, Lonsdale reached for the re¬ 
volver, and, .still Ic.-ining, looking .and smiling ten- 
derh’ at the picture, which continued to smile back 
(.-ompanionably, he ]iut the banxi of the weapon 
thoughtfully again.st his temple, tightened his finger 
in a hajipy, dreamy way on the trigger—and pres¬ 
ently went, by the shortest route, to rejoin his young 
wife. Lady Alice, formerly of the curacy of Barlow, 
who had died bearing Ashton’s child. 



XXI 


THE IN'DIAN EYE 

E rnie Bedford, as he cicsccnciod iiic stairs 

from liis bedroom, ihoiighi tlic talk which 
came in indislinct fragments through the partition 
from the Komaghans’ breakfast-table seemed snlv 
dticd. As he emerged into tlte living-room, lie noted 
an air of grave rcfleetivencss in the manner of Mr. 
Kemaghan and I-fenry Nieol. 

“Oh, 'Feachcr—’’ began Master George Kema¬ 
ghan, excitedly. 

“George," interrupted Mr. Kemaghan, laying 
down Itis fork slowly and eying his son, “who was 
askin’ you for a song'" 

“N-nobody," .stammered Master George, “but—" 
“ But nothin’,” said Mr. Kemaghan, briefly; “an’ 
if I hear another chiq:) out o’ you you’ll get your 
pants dusted—.good. Mind that, sun.” 

Master George subsided, almost bursting a blood¬ 
vessel with the effort of swallowing tliat which he 
had been about to say. 

“Anything wrong?” said Ernie, as he sat down 
before the bowl of ])orridge Mrs. Kemaghan brought 
him from the pot on the back of the stove. 
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‘ ‘ School-tcadicr/ ’ snid j\ In Kcmaghan, deliberately, 
“you arc fine o’ the bei:t friends Adam Morion’s 
folks lias got—so I understand- Well, if you arc, 
you’d belter go over there in the rig, with the missis, 
right after hri'alcfast.’’ 

Ernie looked a little suspicions!}* from the in¬ 
scrutable face of his host to that of Heniy* Nicol, 
who .sat with his eyes on his plate. 

“Is this some joke?’’ the young man inquired, 
warihq ns he commenced to cat his porridge. 

Henr}'- Nicol jmshed back his chair and rose from 
the table. “I’ll go an’ hitcli u]) then, Tom, eh?” 
he said. 

Mr. Kcmaghan nodded: and Hcnr\*, reaching 
gravely for his hat, went out. As the door closed be¬ 
hind him Mrs. Kcmaghan brought her shawl and hat 
from the bedroom and commenced to jdui them on. 

Mr. Kcmaghan stuck bis ]ii])e between his teeth, 
unlightcd. d’hen he said to Master George, Master 
William, and Miss Jennie: “Clear out, you young 
ones. Jennie an’ George, let the cows out o’ the 
coma] and take 'em down to the pasture. Bill, you 
hustle some feed down to thamc hens. Jump now 
—all o’ you!’’ 

After the room was cleared the master of the Kcr- 
n.aghan famt pulled his chair up facing the teacher. 

“vSchoolmaster,” he said, “the Mortons is in a 
b.ad way this Sunday momin’. That Englishman 
that w.as workin’ for them was found dead about 
five or six hours ago—])rctty near tore to pieces, 
1,hcy say—in a slough on the comer of Adam’s farm. 
It’s jiretty common talk around this settlement— 
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and o’ course it’s reached Oakbuni long before now. 
too—that this Ashton was kind of rnsliin’ Adam’s 
wife; and thanie. dunderheads in towm lias .sent out 
and arrested Adam, no less, for the murder of his 
hired m;in. 

“Now, T don’t know who done it; but this I 
know, vSchoolmaster—’tis no work of Adam Mor 
ton’s. If thon man had li'een killed by a blow. I’d 
say Adam might have done it, aecuienlal. in a 
fight; for he’s a terrible fist to him. Adam. But 
the Englishman was all kind of—kind of chewed 
up, like, they say. as if some wild beast ha<l been 
at him. The only way they could tell who it was 
—^he was ruint that bad—was by some letters in his 
pocket. 

“He'd have to fight consecutive with about ten 
men as strong as Adam, and get ten lickin’s hand- 
runnin’, to be beat u]i as bad as he. was. if the thing 
was done by human bcin’s—so it looks to me as 
though a gang done it. But who would they be-’’ 

“Couldn’t some animal have done it’*’’ said Er¬ 
nie who. thinking of poor Clara, had pushed his 
breakfast away, unable to cat any more. 

“No,” said Mr. Kcntaghan; “’tis known that 
men had a hand in it, for a man was seen cornin’ 
away.” 

“Seen!” c.xclaimed Ernie, jumping up; “then 
they surely must know who the man was. Every¬ 
body knows everybody else, in this settlement.” 

Mr. Kcmaghan smiled a little .sorrowfully. 

“Noting Dug Harrison, the one who .sa\v it, has 
pretty good eyesight. Schoolmaster; but 'tis more 
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than cyosif^hl—’tis sccond-siglit, no less, he'd need— 
to swear to some one lie just got a glimpse of, from 
about fifty yards away in the bush, about one or 
two o’clock on a <lark night like last night was—so 
dark that young Dug himself had got lost, only a mile 
from home, ''i'ou see, Dug was huntin’ Harrisons’ 
calves; an' when he found out he’d lost his bearin’s, 
like, he dumb into ri haycock and covered up there 
to sleejj till daylight. Well, after he’d b’en asleep a 
little while, he was woke up by some men fightin’— 
an’ then, after a while, the noise stopped and he 
seen one o’ the men walkin’ away. Dug he wanted 
to get home, fr the b’y was scared clear through. 
So he started out, blubberin’ and pokin’ along in 
the dark—and in a minute he stumbled over this 
Ashton lyin’ in the grass by the slough, an’ struck 
a match to see what it was he’d ran into. Well, 
what he saw liv that match frightened him so much 
he started off. runnin’ like a deer; and first thing 
he Icncw he bunted into Harrisons’ own clothes-line 
post, an’ there he was at home. Well, Dug he was 
so keen to be the first one to tell about the murder 
that he tiulled his \'Oung brother out o’ bed, an’ 
thame two young wans hitched the pony up to the 
buggy an' took the lantern so’s they could keep the 
trail; and the two o’ them come blandandherin’ into 
Neil Collingwood’s abemt an hour before daylight. 
Neil he came out right away, with Dr. Thomas, the 
coroner, an’ Jim Wood, the undertaker, follcrin’ along 
in another rig, an’ thame fcllys has been as busy as 
a .swar-rm o’ bees ever since. They was all that 
sure it ’d be Adam, from what they’d heard about 
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Ashton an’ Adam’s -wnfe, that they fetched a warrant 
nut r\-ith them an’ took the body an’ Adam an’ all 
back witli them on the wan trijD. 

“School-teacher, thamc men knows as much 
about handlin’ a murder ease as I do, an’ tliat’s 
precious little. But. blundhcr an' all as they may, 
'tis my l^clief they’ll never fix that on Adam, not 
afther the inquest. Still an’ all. you’ll just go over 
with the niissis, will ye not, an’ hearten up thon lit¬ 
tle colleen-—for she’s in sore need of ii this day I’’ 

“But.’’ .said Ernie, struck by a sudden idea, “if 
Adam didn’t do it, as yon beliovt'—and I believe too 
—^he must liave been home in bed when it ha])pened. 
You say it was abcnit two o’clock in the moming. 
Couldn’t he prove he was home, and clear himself 
that way, by what they call an alibi.'” 

“School-teacher,” said Mr. Kcmaghnn, more 
soberly than he Itnd yet spoken, “that brings up a 
jt’int I wasn’t goin’ to say anything aliout, for thamc 
that told me may have given me the facts wrong, 
an’ r knew you’rl get the str-aight of it over at 
Adam’s. But now, since yoti asked me. I’ll tell you 
about the thing that makes the ca.se look blacker 
for Adam than anythin’ I’ve told you yet. 

“Last night, about midnight. Ark-mi was woke up 
with a bad dhream or somcihin’, and he heard some¬ 
body talkin’ outside the house, an’ thci-e was his 
mi.ssis an’ Ashton gettin’ off together, with that fast 
drivin'-horsc of Adam’s hitched u]i to the buggy. 
Well, Adam told the constable he just sto])ped ’em, 
and sent the missis inside, and then give this Ashton 
a lickin’ and sent him on his way. Adam he allow's 
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Ashton wns mayi)c Enhscd ii]3 n little, l'»tit says he 
was all right the last he saw of him, goin’ down 
toward the nortlt trail. Nobody at Morton’s knows 
just what the time was when Adam come into the 
house again, after the fight; for none of ’em hap- 
liencd to look at the clcu-k. All Adam could say 
was that he guc.sscd it would lie .awhile after twelve. 
Well, young Dug Jltinason saj-s it was a quarter 
after one by his nickel watch when he left the hay¬ 
cock that time, just liefore he run on to Ashton, 
dead. So there y’ are! 

“Well, that’s the story ns they give it to me. I 
don’t t.'ikc tto res]tonsilnlity for th’ truth of it, wan 
way or the other. Mere’s the rig now, Schoolmaster. 
You bctlhcr do the drivin’, for thon Punch horse he’s 
too sthrotig in the mouth for the missis to handle.’’ 

Dave Itiorton had gone to take the cows down to 
the pasture as Ernie and Mrs. Kernaghan drove up 
to the Morion stable, so Ernie, after helping his 
companion out of the buggy, unhitched the Punch 
horse himself and took it into the stable. Then, 
with an odd blend of semsations in his mind, he made 
his way tqi to the farm-house, whither Mrs. Ker- 
nagh.an had preceded him. 

Me heard, as he ajiproachcd the kitchen door, a 
mighty clatter of mensils, as of some one vigorously 
at work; and a thrill of admiration was added' to 
all the other feelings he had toward Clara Morton, 
for the indomitable little house-manager who would 
not even accept grave trouble as an excuse for pro¬ 
crastination of the duties of the day. 

But in the doorway he paused, halted shariDly by 
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his amazc'incnl, Tlie wurkcr was nut Clara, but 
Mrs. Adam herself—the indolent Mrs. Adam, who 
had never used tu risd>.till noon, and then only to 
read and mope. 

And how the woman did work! Clara itad often 
praised to Ernie, her mother’s lateTit oa]5abilities-- 
but any imaginary picture he might, have formed as 
a result of that true and faithful little daughter's 
])r;iisc w.as wholly set back in the shtide by the 
reality. Things seemed to lie moving as in a motion- 
picture reijrofluctiun of kitchen-cleaning—dishes to 
glide nut[of the dish-pan, the tea-towel to flutter 
and whip magically over them, and the clean, .shin¬ 
ing pile of china on the oilcloth cover of the work 
table to grow by twos and threes instead of indi 
vidual disires. The stove had been black-leaded, 
pots scoured; milk-pails polished dry and bright 
and put out in the sun to air. Mrs. Adam .seemed, 
in fact, to have reached ne;irly the finishing-point 
of her moming’s work single-handed, and even 
cfTjcient little Mrs. Kernaghan stood a moment at 
a loss, until the sight of a cnimb or two under the 
breakfast-table told her ihat the sweeping had not 
been done yet, and she went over behind the pan¬ 
try door to get the broom. 

Mrs. Adam Morton, timring around to empty the 
water out of her dish-pan, faced Ernie, and he looked 
at her curiously. Her eyes bore traces of cr>dng, 
but her general expression was brave and bright. 
Her loose and rather ill-fitting house dress could 
not conceal the splendid lines of her figure. She 
suggested to Ernie the mistress of some big house, 
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come down for nn fiour lo tlic kitchen to show the 
soiwants liow to work. 

“Good morning, I'cachcr,” she said. “I'm glad 
you came. Clara’s asleep. She's been up since 
early this morning, anil she’s worn out.’’ 

“Where i.s she?’’ said Ernie, rather gniffly. He 
felt it would he the lask of more than a day or two 
to forget the past Mrs. Adam in the jiresent one, no 
matter whether the change was jjcnnancnt or just 
a tcinporar}- spurt. “Did she go back to bed?” 

j“No; she’s in there on the lounge,” said Mrs. 
Adam, looking at him a moment as if she was about 
to .say .soTuething, but finally turning again to her 
work. Ernie saw her shoulders rise and quiver as 
though to a sob, but he concluded it must, have 
been her characteristic bored sigh. 

He had been so frequent a caller at the Mortons’ 
that he had long lost the habit of standing on cere¬ 
mony—so now, without asking pennission, he passed 
on into the sitting-room, tiptoeing so as not to wake' 
Clara. He need not, however, have taken the 
jjains; for Clara, .as lie apjiroachcd the .side of the. 
couch, sat u].i with a wan little smile. Her eyes 
were red and heavy with long weeping. Her hands 
—those small hands that had been so tireless and 
so capable—lay loosely open and nerveless in her 
lap. Ernie could not know yet that two hours ago 
the long-burdened little mother-spirit of the Morton 
household had collapsed utterly—seeming to those 
who watched, but did not understand, to do so all 
at once—and had, as a simple saying of Wlicat-land 
has it, “cried her eyes out.” 
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Eniic, as lie looked downi at her. liad to fight 
manfully ng;u'nsl the lcm])latiun to lake her in his 
arms, in full -vnew of those in the kitchen and in s'pitc 
of the thing, whatever it was, lliat had held him from 
her so long. But, in face of the world of regard 
he had for this small and resolute person, his ncrv'c 
failed him; and his impulse, that he had thought 
big enough to fit a giant, funncled into S])eedi in 
this trickling sentence: 

“Will I—go away and let you slcc].i some more— 
dear?" Ernie could not have hcljied adding that 
“dear," even if he had known that, for doing s(j, 
he was going to be sent away and told never to come 
back again. 

“No-o. I’m not sleepy—I guess.” Was this list¬ 
less, wandering voice Clara Morion’s? Ernie had al¬ 
most to glance at her again to he .sure that it was. 

He set his hat on the table and, rather diffidently, 
sat ,down beside the girl, pulling his knuckles up to 
his clieek and feeling at a loss for words as he gazed 
down at the carpet. His feet he thrust Ij.ack under 
the valance of the lounge; but th.crc his right heel 
encountered a thin iron brace that galled ii, so ho 
shuffled that foot out again. As it came into view 
he noticed somoiliing .small and white being pro¬ 
pelled along in front of his bool-toc—some object 
tliat had ccddonlly rolled under the lounge and so 
escaped the broom. It looked like a bit of white 
crayon such as he used at school; and at first he 
eyed it with a merely casual interest, wondering 
vaguely how it had found its way to its present 
location. 
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But present]}', as lie gazed at it, liis eyes lighted 
and widened. Tlie wliilc thing was tipped Avith 
Ijlack, like an enninc-tail. It was a half-bunit 
cigarette. Emic .stooped and picked it up. His 
Jieart pounded to the jjiping of an idea that had 
marched into his brain. 

The tiny paper cylinder had a certain little black 
trade-mark that started a .sudden recapitulation, 
reaching back to a Sunday aftemoon when a diance 
look had shown him a mati oddly jDcrturbed behind 
the smoke of a fellow-cigarette to this. Perhaps 
that queer, lonely sod house, standing three miles 
away to the northward, held some clue to Ashton’s 
end! Ernie remembered i.hat Mr. Kemaghan quoted 
Adam as having said he last saw the Englishman 
going across toward the north trail. 

“What is it.^’’ said Clara, who, even through her 
languor, had noted his change of e.\i)rc.ssion. 

“Never mind nov',” said Emic, in a much more 
sprightly way than he had previously spoken. He 
got up, and picked his hat off the table. “I think 
I'll go for a Avalk. I'll be back this afternoon. 
Good-by—and try and get a little more sleep." 

He patted her hand—that little hand!—how it 
made his heart beat to touch it!—and was gone. 

Sioux Ben Sun Cloud, out for a morning consti¬ 
tutional after having left his lady to tidy up the 
tepee and see to the cayuses, had been oddly at¬ 
tracted by a wild spoor he found in the grass—wild, 
that is. in the manner of its making, not in the 
thing which made it. The thing which made it 
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had been nothing more U:an an ordinan* evcn’-day 
masculine boot, considerably ivom. Rut such steps! 
Sioux bent dowt curiously and examined them, 
])uffing at Ills clay jjipe. 

"Losh!” he said—using this interjection, however, 
in an even tone, without any emotional inflection — 
“yon man no run like yon for nnething. I go sec.” 

Following the traces easily from the foot of 
Hunt's hill, where he had <liscovered the tlrst print 
;is mentioned, Sioux Ben reached the slough where 
the murder had been done. 'I'his was hov.’ it was 
that. Ernie, following an impulse to take a look at 
tite scene of the murder on his w.ay ovtT t<j Hunt's, 
found an iimnense flannel-shirtetl and !>liit‘-tr'')usered 
figure sitting with a dreainy expression under the 
willows that grew around the muddy stamjied arena 
of that terrible midnight .struggle. 

‘‘Fechtin’ nac good,” said the figure, looking uji 
apiologctically—for Sioux Ben had, in fact, lieisi 
thinking the o]jposite and returning in memory 
over the trails of jierhaps fourscore yeai's ago. as 
he had read the story of those tracks at the edge 
of the mud-hole with the sure eye of wondi'rnft. 
"One man crazy-mad, no canny. No much fight — 
just kill.” 

Emic's heart commenced in hammc'r with ev('ite- 
ment. ‘‘ Ves, he said. ]triming the old Indian, "thciv 
was a murder here last night—” 

Sioux Ren imerrujHed, Ictming over and laying 
his fnger on his immense ear-lobe. "Ear bad,” he 
reminded; "skirl like—in clo.se.” 

Emie bent down and "skirled” in the big ear. 
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“There \vns a murder here la^t uighi.” he yelled: 
“yes—murder. Adam Morton arrested.” 

“Aye,” said Sioux Ben, imperturljahly. “Adam 
—1 ken yon Adam. He no kill this fellow. Mur¬ 
derer rray.y man—no canny—jjound olher fellow on 
his heid witli big stick after he die. Then,' Adam, 
he live yon way; but mon wi’ stick, he run here frac 
tlie north wa}-. Come—I show you.” 
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THE MOTOR EXPLOIT OF JIMMY LOCHIXVAR YOU.VO 

B or McLBOD had been “cleaned mit " four times 
since he had started business in Oakbum; but, 
he had ahvays fallen on his feet. Pie was that type 
of financier known as “a plunger.” 

Matthew Rodgers’s business career might have 
been represented by a line containing no more un¬ 
dulations than the calm horizon-rim of the prairie 
country from wlu'ch he drew his steady and stable 
patronage; but the prairie-profile line would not 
have illustrated R. McLeod's financial ups and 
downs, llis would have been better cxetnplified 
by a diagram like the circulation-chart of a pcilitical 
party news]ia])er in a country th;ii loves a change. 

But R. LIcLeod was a man of ideas; and, ;iithou.gh 
he was not greatly jtenurbed to sec trade begin to 
trickle hack again toward the One Price Idouse 
north of the track, still it “put him in mind,” as 
he would have said, of playing a card he had had 
up his -sleeve for a long time. As a matter of fact, 
however, he need not have kept his counsel regarding 
this contemplated move in tlic game of business in 
Oakburn; for, even if he had gone over and actually 
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suggested it to IVhitthew, tlic proprietor of the One 
Price House would have shaken his head. 

The tiling was too new. Matthew was a Conser¬ 
vative. in principle as well as in politics. His motto 
was “I^et the other man tiy if first.” 

Briefly, this new idea of R. McLeod’s was—an 
automobile agency. There were several men in and 
around Oakbum who owned automobiles; bitt they 
had inirchased from agencies in the city, after seeing 
their ]iros]>cetive cans tried out during an exhibition- 
week visit, or on some tri]( when they had combined 
business and treasure. R. McLeod reasoned that, 
if Oakbum district had contained fanners willing 
to p;iy the high freight oti a single automobile out 
from the city, it must contain man\’- more fanners 
who would jtractically buy on sight a smart new 
car already set uj), waiting in .an Oakbum window to 
hit smartly the home trail, with an e.xperienced 
salesman-chauffeur ready to show the customer how 
to “mn” his new purchase. 

Jimmy Young stood in R. McLeod’s new auto 
salesroom, of which lie, in viciv of his deep and 
almost scornful f.amiliarity with all that moved 
by gasolene, had been made the presiding genius. 
ITe .saluted John Beamish, who had just entered the 
door—s.aluted him, it may be added, with the more 
cordiality in that Jimmy had ju,st seen Miss Mabel 
get out of the Beamish democrat contem]ioranc- 
ously with her father, and enter R. McLeod’s grocery 
dep,artment—looking for somebody whom Jimmy 
had the best of reasons for knowing she would not 
find there. 
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“II is. sir,” said Jimmy, ihrowinsr out his hamJ 
with a flourish toward the hist ydass window n.yainsi 
which the sun broke iii a flood of hchi, ’‘one iicll -if 
a fine day—ain’t it? Xow, what can 1 do for Mr 
Beamish tliis mciniin’?” 

“Oh, I was just jjassin’,’’ said John Beamish, 
casually, “and 1 ha])])ened to notice them thini^s,” in¬ 
dicating the three aiiiomobilcs, rcs])!endent in their 
bright enamel and their clean gray tires. 

“Well, you made .gootl use o’ your eyes, sit -—yes. sir, 
you done that'” ro.ared Jimmy, nasally, laying the 
hand of affection on the long black radiator of the 
nearest and biggest car, and jerkin.g his other thumb 
toward the front .seat with its luxuriously tilted 
cushion. “Climb u]) there, if yoxi like, tin’ set down 
It’s just .as cheii]) as standin’ u]), an' twice as coni 
f’tablc. Tdi'” 

Beami.sh I'limbed in, a little awkwardly. 

“Move over,’’ directed Jimmy. “1 think I’ll 
set. too. We may as well be socitdile, Mr. Beamish 
—-huh ?’’ 

John Re.amish did not immedialeh" respond 
Wver in all his phlegmatic, c.arefully moving “figur¬ 
ing” existence had he been a ]ircy to t|uitc the sanw 
sensation as ctime over him when he cautiously let 
himself baek on that tilted cushion, lie conld re¬ 
member vagnely the feeling h(‘ htul had when he 
sat on the seat of his firsa sulky-plow, years .ago, 
after rnany seasons of tramjiing along, muddy- 
hooted, in the furrow; but that was <as nothing to 
the feeding that possessed him now. 

He Ihoughi, .as he sat there, rd the nei.ghbor who 
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>50 ostcTitationsI}*. once (ir twice a week, threw' open 
his exhaust iii order tliai tlic noise (jf his passing 
by John's gate miglu attract tlic fanner's atten- 
ti(jn. 

John Reainish had never Itcen a town-going man 
haliitually. It cost money to go to the city; and 
John could not sec dial he profited thereby in pro¬ 
portion to his expenditure He was tdways glad to 
get back to his own comer of the world, where he 
was master and mover, "Wliy should he s]iend 
money in making himself uncomfortable for a week 
or so in a place where h(' had to ask his way about, 
to trust to others, to defer to the convenience of 
others, to learnHe was too old for that. 

So his home-keeping had kept him out of thew’ay 
of automoliile show-rooms, and this was the first 
day he had really been tempted. 

“ 1 'hesc things are—la-elty expensive. I s’posc’” 
he observed, running his hand diffidently up the 
bmee of the hood. 

“No. sir." Jimmy smiled, and his eyes glowed. 
He turned about until his kmec bumped John 
Beamish’s. The fanner instantly drew his leg 
awav. .as though he were afraid some overjiowering 
magnetism might jiass from one limb to the other. 
But Jimmy pursued the coyly withdnawing knee and 
iinjirisoned it by laying his muscular young p.alm 
uijon it. 

“Expensive''’ he repeated, loudly. “They’re dirt 
cheap—yes, sir, dirt cheap: 1 don’t sec how they 
make ’em for the price, hfr. Beamish—^lionest, I 
don’t. Now.’’ Jimmy readied his hand forward 



THE ROAD THAT LED HOME 


and pressed a Imllon. “what d’ynn s’posc the price 
of this here little beniily is?" 

“'I'welvc htmchvdr” ventured Beamish, 

“Twelve hundred!" whooped Jimmy. “Twelve 
hundred dollars for this machine' Aw, come off. 
now. Mr. Beamish! An automoliile company ain’t 
a eharit}* ins'tution. They ain’t out ni''i to make 
people hajtpy. No. sir -all the fairy yochnothers i.s' 
dead, in this world. Wliy—twelvi' hundred dollars' 
Juminny Jehosha]Lai. Mr. Beamish: it costs more 
'n that to ntake ’em'” 

Beamish did not rejily. fie was lookiny from side 
to side nervously, jimmy’s voi iferaiions h.ad not 
(juite mnnayed t.o drown (lie sound of a eert.'un low, 
tigerish Iweathing, to the ])al])itation of which the 
great car vibrated from biunper t<i tonneau. John 
ifeamish felt as if he was griing to be sprung upon 
and devoured. 

“WTat’s that?” he s.aid, hoarsely. 

“That? Whatdem.anded Jimmy. “Oh! ^Wiy. 
.site’s a-goin’. 'I'hal's the elect ric starter T shoved on.” 

“Oh. that’.s it, is itBeami.sh sotrrewhat sheep¬ 
ishly letined back again in his seal. “1 thought 
you evound them up with a kind of crank, or key.” 

“They done that in the d.ark ages," said jimmy, 
“but they <lon’t do it no more. No, sir. AH you 
got to do is to press that little button, slap on j-our 
clutch, an’ away you go—liekety-scat' Seventy 
mile an hour, if you like. Why, an arrin])lanc 
couldn’t hardly catch this here car, Mr. Beamish, 
if you give her anything like a f.air head-start.” 

“Wdial’s the price?” said Beamish. 

2SO 



A MOTOR EXPLOIT 


"Would you Ukr to have auollior pjcss, su'.’’ 
feaid lUnmy, playfulh% "or shall i tell you? She’s 
just i.^hleeu hundred. Mr. Bcaniish.’’ 

"Well," .said Heami.sh, throwing; his leg nut of the 
ear and jnvparing to deseend, "I’ll look in again." 

"All right.," said Jimmy, .shrugging his shoulders; 
"all right, sir. But this is <nir ojiening day—the 
first time cars was ever .shown for sale in town here— 
:in' wIk'U the rest o' the fanners gets in, this place will 
he j.'immed to the floors. "SMu wun't get a look in 
--no, sir, not a look in. , . . But see who’s coinin'! 
Ain't that your daughter, Mr. Beamish? Now let’s 
.get a lady’s opinion fin that car, 1 tell you what 
I'll do"—^.Timmy s.ank his voice—"we'll ast her 
what the car’s worth, an’ whatever ^micu .she name.-; 
I’ll sell you the c.ar for. If she s.ays over eighteen 
hundred, f win; an’ if she names under eighteen 
hundred you win!" 

"No, no," said John Beamish, stolidly. "I never 
do Inisincss on that sort fif a scale. But J—I tell 
you what I'll flo. young fellow. I’ll give you si.\- 
teen hundred.” 

"Like hell you will," said Jimmy, promptly; 
"then the differeni'c would eome ottt o' my wages, 
an’ who would jtay the Chitinman an’ the hairdresser. 
But see here. I got another proposition to make 
to you: I’ll bet you the two hundred dollars 
difTerence 1 sell that car before noon; an’ I'll bet 
you another two hundred, cvcti mottey, T sell them 
whole three cars before the day’s out. This is 
Saturday, an’ you know yourself, Mr. Beamish, 
everybody comes into'town Saturday aftemoon.” 
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“SixlLvn fifty's iny limit," snid Jolm Boamidi. 

“Ooin' lip.” said jimmy, a little sarcasiifally 

At this momom Miss Mabel Reami.sh came in. 
She acknowledged jimmy's extra\’ayamly fonna! 
greeting fthe fanner was looking!) with a little dij' 
of the head, very fonnal. too. Then, as john 
Beamish stepped ipi to take another locik at the ear 
that was the snlijeet of disens.sion, both young 
peo]3le changed their exjircssions in a flash, sliiijicd 
together, and squee/j'd hands. 

It vras after this hastily exchanged squeeze th;t1 
jimmy, for a moment, waxed thoughtful, and ])res- 
ently came out of this brief piMod of self-communion 
with something young and intrepid shining in his 
eyes. 

‘‘Mr. Beamish," he said. ‘Til take you on that- - 
that price you named a minute ago. .'^ixtoen-fifiy. 
cash I I want you to have i his c.ar sr) bad 1 'rn willin.g 
If) pay a Imndred and fifty out o’ my own jjocket 
to make uji the jirice for you. ^'ou give me your 
check for sixteen-fifty, an’ I'll give Bob my check 
for one-lifly onto that, an’ I'll .get you a receijit 
from him for eighteen hundred, the jiricc of the 
car. If he asts me what I’m ehippin’ in for. I'll 
]ust tel! him 1 owe you the money. Now—that’s 
fair, .ain't it'" 

‘‘Ve-'Cs,’’ said Beamish, as he slowly drew out his 
check-book, took another look at the ctir, and then 
proceeded laboriously to write out his check. " Vou 
young fellows have very little u.se for money, any¬ 
way, haven’t you? ^'ou can sooit make it uit some 
other wav.’’ 
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John Rcamisli madn iliesc; suggcslions wtli his 
oyes fixed on ilic cheek lie was drawing, in order 
lo see llial the line lictween tlic “Sixteen hundred 
fifty'’ and the “xx/ioo” was sufheiently heavy to 
make it. im]iossib]e to raise the check witlioul the 
Itel]) of a ])air of scissors and a p;istc-]iot. It was 
perhtqis well for his rejtnse of mind that his con¬ 
centration upon the t;isk in hand in’cvented his ob- 
serx-ing the mgorons ]);mtomime of Master Jimmy 
'^'oung —who, ])ulling back his coat-sleeve and cuff 
from a sinewy young wrist, might have been seen 
to advance his knuckles yearningly to within about 
an inch of the bmner’s head behind; and then, 
with a cmisiderable manifestation of reluctance and 
uncertainty, withdraw them and shove his list in 
his poc'kct to kec]) it out of the way of temptation. 
Miss Mabel, xvho had turned a little shyly and was 
looking out of the window, did not sec this cx])rcssivc 
dumb show, either. 

Beamish finished WTiting his check, read it over 
at least three limes, tore it slowly out of the book, 
glanced at the car. then again lovingly at the check; 
and finally ])assi.'d it over to Jimmy. 

It may be mentioned that John Beamish, who 
was the wariest of men, had thorou.ghly posted him¬ 
self as to Oakburn auto jiriees and values liy casual 
lint diligent inquiries among those of his neighbors 
who owned cars, intide at various times during his 
business or soi-i;d trijis of the last three tnonths 
.about the. neighborhood; and knew quite well that he 
was getting a br.and-new. high-]30wered car for two 
hundred dollars under the price f. o. b. Oakburn. 
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Another thing which tlic reader is here let in 
upon is lliat a certain traitorous elTecc of light and 
sliadow on tlie windsliield of that car had caused 
to be reflected tliere, for sly John’s edification, 
exactly and dearly as in a mirror, die recent hand- 
squeeze cxcliangcd between jimmy and Maljel. 
That incident, although a surjirise to Beamish, 
was evidently a partial explanation of Jimmy's 
generosity. 

'riicrcfore, John Beamish’s hc.sitation in hand¬ 
ing out his check was not due to any rlouht as to 
his bargain, but merely to the Icn'c he bore that 
bank account of something like .?q(j,ooo, which 
by this check he was setting back to a mere 
So 7 d 50- 

jimmy. with an "exuberance which puzzled the 
farmer a little, grabbed tire clicck, .sl.-immcd the door 
behind him uproariously, and cantered up the sirect 
to the br.inch bank. 'I'here, after first getting the 
A to L ledgcr-kcejicr to stamp an irrevocable “Ac¬ 
cepted” across the face of the Beamish chock, 
jimmy went to the savings wicket and drew out 
the whole of his own modest account of six hundred- 
odd dollars. Counting out one hundred and fifty 
dollars from the roll of tens and twenties, tind 
slipping the balance into his trousers pocket, 
where it made a bulge the size of a fivc-cent 
orange (half-mitigated, however, by the loose peg 
shape of the leg of jimmy's nether garment), he 
crossed the street in four hojrs to settle with R. 
McLeod. 

“Gude work, laddie!” said that large, tweed- 
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brccchccl riiiancier, ijalling Jinimy nn tlic shoulder 
wilh a j^rcat tVeckJed baud as he passed over the 
recei]-)i for Reamish. “First thing ye know, I’ll 
he advancin’ yui’-r ])ay on ye.’’ 

I’hroc minutes later Jiminj’’ ^"onng was back in 
the new glass-fronted salesroom, “d’hcre y’ arc, 
sir,’’ he yodled; then, as Miss Mabel, smiling like 
a basket of t;hi])s with ])leasurc at the new family 
possession, ski]i])cd over with the jjlayful idea of 
climbing into the scat of father’s new auto, and to 
that end wrestled ])rettily but vainly with the hasp 
of the fore door, jinimy added, dniwing in his breath, 
expanding his nostrils, and slijijiing his natty straw 
hat to the back of his head; 

“Now, sir, we’ll try out the car. First, with your 
permission, Mr. Reamish, I'll take Miss Reamish 
yonder for a joy-ride down the 'iPoddbum trail to 
get the little ear limbered up. Then I'll come back 
an’ leant you how to run her;—an’ I’ll g’ar’ntee, Mr. 
Reamish, that in an hour or so after we start out 
I’ll have you so’s you can drive her out home your¬ 
self, fast’s you like to go!’’ 

'Phe idea of Miss Reamish accompanying jimmy 
on the trial triji did not exactly make a hit with 
j(jhn Beamish; but before he could frame slow- 
voiced objection thereto the car, purring at a tre¬ 
mendous rate, was backing out of the rear door; 
and the fanner, still wrestling with the first four 
words of his veto, beheld the automobile shoot, in 
a sun-blaze of shining black enamel, out into the 
street. 

A roar, the grind and “plung” of a lever thrust 
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dexterously t(>]-\vard, ami the ttew Meaniisli anlomo- 
hdle flew like a ;^'eat swonjiini; In'rd down the trail 
Joint Reaniish stood, his mouth still dembtfnlly 
half- 0 ])cn. till it had sped up the farther hank of 
Oak Creek like a hie cinder ot hnrut jiaper hlown 
np a hill, and hml di.sippeared. with ii sauc\^ uji- 
kiek of dust, down the long slope toward Todd 
bunt. 

A little <wer an hour after, a short, ihie.k. bnllof k 
of a man. with a slow reil anger bnrtnng m his fac-e, 
appeared at the door of K klebeod's fifliee. ‘O'onr 
young-lad clerk, ’ he said, '‘ha.-, got a dtiiitned cjueer 
idea of time. l)o('s he think 1 got all week to wail, 
with nobo(.iy w.atehin' them si.x hired men out, <in 
the farm.’' \ow I'm a-going,out home, in my horse 
rig. M'hen he gei.s h;iek tell him ir> dri\’e that m;i 
chine out to my jik-u'e as quick as he Ivn'aws how to 
get there. ... t II see that he ho(jis it back into town 
them ten miles, too’” 

‘‘Whats amiss now." What's amiss?” queried 
R. McLeod. ]irompiIy. putting his jX'u behind his 
ear, getting o|f Ihs stool, and st.anding, a tower of 
.solicitude, above John Beamish. 

With many e.\])]etives and heavily e.xpressivc jerks 
of his thick arm the farmer told him; adding, v.'ith 
a note of malice: “An' there's your saiesrr>om down 
then’ crowflcd with enstniners. an’ nob<.)dy to wait 
on ’em. I’d fire, a man like that, if I had him, so 
quick he’d think he was always fired.” 

‘‘I’ll fire him—don't ye fret about that,” promised 
R. McLeod, fervently, as he strode away down the 
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store with his loose striped shirt-sleeves billoving 
in the Isreeze of his going 

But Jimmy Vomig, late of Oakburn, had already 
discharged himself and shaken forever from his feet 
the dust of that \-ilIage of his short soinum; and 
ntnv, witli a jtrotective amt about Mrs. Jimmy 
'i’oung, newly made in that name by the doubtful, 
imzzled. but none the less efficacious Toddbnni 
minister, he sat on the red-]ilush seat of a railway 
carriage headed back to the city. Jlis job with the 
(Ircal Beaver 'I'ru't Coimp.any. so Darius Hell 
Ulraley htid written him rejieatedly. waited for him 
whenever he chose to take it. at one hundred and 
fifty a month; so Mabel and Jimmy were not worry¬ 
ing over their future. 

Me.'inwhilc. John Beamish’s new automobile, 
loaded on a car at Toddbuni station, with the car¬ 
riage back to Ckikburn ch.argcd to the consignee, 
awaited the evening freight-train, which would de- 
li\-er it in Oakhum about the same time that the 
])asscngcr-train delivered Mr. and Mrs. Young into 
the arms of the citj*. 

Next day at noon, little stooped Mr.s. Bcami.sb. 
transfigured and rebellious in her passion of grief, 
thrust a crooked-lined letter under the ct'cs of the 
ox-faced man who sat at the tabic, in a brown study 
of calculation. 

Then, flinging her apron over her face, she cried 
regardlessly and sionnily for her baby-girl of long 
ago; while John Bc.amish, after reading and push¬ 
ing aside disdainfully, the crookcd-lincd note with 
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GOOSEBERRY 

W I^AT'S amiss, ITenry?” said Mr, Kcmaglian, 
cominj; into his ki1<-hcn aflcr a Simday-mom- 
ioR stiTO’cy <if the iiroinisiny yelUw jiatchcs on his 
tields, and diseovcriny his ]iaid eollcaguc half under 
and half out from mider the kitchen table— Henry's 
ex]iosed portion bearing a not distant reseniblanee 
in half of a'ea]Mta] “M” and seemin". in fact, to in¬ 
vite the rotisine slaj-) which Mr. Xernaghan ]tronipliy 
and courteously bestowed upon it. 

“Ouch!” said Henr\', from under the table, in a 
somewhat plethoric' tone. “I dc-m'i need no weather 
projthet to tell me crops is lookin’ good, T'om.” 

“Wiat's wrong wiih my floor?” remarked the 
householder, as he lit his pipe. 

“Nothin’,’’ Henry replied, “except that it’s 
a-hidin’ the only collar-button I own. Aha! here 
she is!” 

Inclining the sector of the “M” cautiously away 
from that portion of the unseen whence Mr. Kenia- 
ghan’s voice had come, Henry threw on the reverse 
lever, backed o\it. and rose to his feet. 

“What use would ye be havin' f’r a collar-but- 


THE ROAD THAT LED HOME 


, armyway?” ?Mr. Kcniagliv-in inquired, 
sis not kapin’ the buttons sewed on y'r shirt 
3'e?” 

You can't button a white choker on one o’ them 
e buttons,” saiil Hcnr\-, lii^ elbows in the air as 
ivrcstled with his shirt co]];ir, “without you ruin 
nth the sci.ssors first 

White choker, is it'" repeated Mr Kematthan, 
y. “Take an old married man'.s advice, now, 
don’t ye ijo s-jiarkin' tlf girl.s. First thin,it ye 
w, wan o’ them ’ll many' ye, an’ then what ’ll 
do?” 

We white our necks an’ we black our boots.”, 
iry returned, evasively and sentcntioiisly. “This 
e life's a kind of a funny iliin", ain’t it. dV.m' 
erc's the School-teacher'’' 

(tver near thon scrub a^’in’ th’ p'ranary.” an- 
red Mr. Kcma^th*"'”. reaching a farm ]i.'i])er from 
.shelf, “piekin’ a daisy for ins imttonhole, the 
il. lie’s as bad as you are, Henry —worse, 
ybe. 1 wish 1 knew what yous was uj> I’l.’’ 
f til, we’re I'lisi a-gfiin’ for a little drive,” said 
iry, as he sin on his hai and tr>i,k a last look in 
glass, stroking his wombat whiskers and tilting 
shoul'ier U]i with a slight swagger “just a little, 
,'e I’d hke to dodge that milkin’ job ag’in to- 
‘it, 'Pom, if It’s .all right.” 

Well, I guess we can s]iarc ye,” n 
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■‘So long, Tom,” Ueniy responded, with a grin, as 
he went out. IVenty minutes later he and Eniie 
Bedford were jogging along the trail behind the roan 
Charley horse, toward the farm of Mrs. Molly 
Biyans. 

‘‘Molh 'ain't b'en ver\' well, lately.” Henry said, 
resting the w!ni''-han;l]e on the dashboard so that 
tlic roan C'harley liorse, who was well on in years 
and sonit'whui indolently inclined, would, when he 
eocked his off eye upward, see the “snapper” 
dangling just above his right car and realize the 
necessity of maintaining a decent appearance of 
reasonable speed. “vShe's had to have help in the 
house. Her broncliitis come on her ag'in, that 
wet spell we had.” 

“That’s too bad.” said Eniie: “but she’ll soon 
throw it off, a strong worn—a strong girl like her.” 

“tVell, it keeps her a-wrasslin’. sometimes, throw- 
in' it ofT," Henry obscn'cd; then he reiterated, look¬ 
ing at the teacher out of the comer of his eye, “but 
.she's got help with her—good help.” 

“YVho's helping her'" inquired Ernie Bedford, 
casuall}'. 

“Oh, I dunno”—Henry looked away, smiling to 
himself—“a Chinaman, maybe.” 

A turn around a po-plar-.grove brought, them in 
sight of the Bryans tarm and the barb-wire fence 
that inclosed it. The Charley horse, seeing that 
they were approaching a gate, first scrutinized anx- 
iou.sly the “snajrper” above his head; then, his eye 
warily on Hctir\-'s whip hand, began in an experi¬ 
mental way to slacken his pace. 
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“All right, boy," said licim-. withdrawing the 
whip and drojjping it into its holder. “let her die 
down, if yon want to.’’ 

The elderly roan, with a sigh that was almost 
human, lapsed into a Inngdegged. s]'lay-footed ualk, 
stopjting prompily and ]Hmcturdly tv.-dve feet from 
tlic gate, and dropping liis head to inijirove th ■ 
.shining moments crn}j]3ing a mouthful of grass at 
the road si fie. 

“There mu.si be some nude in him." said Henry, 
whimsically, as he gave the teacher the reins and got, 
out to open tlic portal to the homestead of 15ryans, 
“or he wouldn’t go after them thistles the way he 
does. I guess iltere’s one of tliem what yf'U call 
bur-sinisters in his fam'br tree, somewhere away 
Iiaek. 'i'he ien'lh of Ins ears, too. especially v.-hen 
he hears you say, ‘Whoa’’ kind o’ gives him away.’’ 

Mrs. ]?ryans’s Intli, an .austere animal, at whffse 
I ether-picket Henry looked very e.arefully as he led 
the Charley horse througii the g;ttcway, stood at 
the edge of .a siofigh just inside the fenec, hi.s head 
up and his dewla]) shaking a little as he .switched 
off the Hies, 

“He don’t like me to shun the gate,’’ Henry itx- 
plainc'd, as he ejimhed a little hastily im(3 the 
'H s'pose he thinks it sounds as though 1 
thou.ght I owned the j;hicc when I sling on the 
flotirishcs too mueh a-comin' in. I guess Molly 
'ain’t told him about her and me yet, or he wouldn’t 
let me apast at all. He won’t let nobody but her 
so much as look at him.” 

“Bv the way,” said Ernie, “that rcmind.s me that 
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T nm in nn awkward ])osilion iliis afternoon. T am 
a third jiariy AVhat are you tmd Mrs. Bryans goinj» 
tu do witli me for the day?" 

"C)]i, d.im't you wony about that none, School- 
teaduT," Henry rcs]ionded, smiling again the same 
way as he had smiled on<-e before during their drive. 
‘'Never trouble tioiuble til! trouble troubles you. If 
th' worst comes to th(' wonsl, we can send you out 
with th(* Chinaman to ]n\-k go<iseberries.” 

'i'he Hryans stable w.as now in view, with th(' hay- 
]x'n :il"ngsifle and a galaxy of little red-and-whitc 
calves twinkling in the green meafiow beyond. Mrs. 
Bryans’s house stood on ;i knoll to llu' left, with a 
ne.at row of ma]>le.s behind, and on the other side 
of thcise maples, so Henry told Ernie Bcilford, "the 
finest g.arden of cumint-bushes and goosebeny- 
bu.shes in this country. School-teacher.” 

I\Irs, Biyans, whose indisposit ion had not succeeded 
in b.anishing much of the color from her liale red 
Irish face, got u]) from, the door-stc]) where she had 
evidently been sitting cxpicctant.ly, and came for¬ 
ward to meet them, her hands folded across the 
waistband of her ajiron. 

"Betther late than never, by hokey!” she ex- 
claimf'il. in a broad, welcoming Erin-go-bragh accent, 
behind which even the pronounced provinciali.sm 
of Mr. d'om Kemaghan might have run and hidden. 
“An’ is it y’rself then, Harry, at la.st, darlin’? My, 
my. moi! An’ ’tis the school-teacher, no less, that 
ye’ve brought along too. Here Mikie!” to the Bar- 
narclo (whose name was Clarence). “.Sure don't 
stand with y’r mouth o-open an’ the flies just 
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swar-rmin’ aroiind tliTA’in' lo gel iiu'I ii Take ihi' 
Kentlomon’s horse'" 

With this, .Mrs. Br\’ans slipiicd 07ie arm tlirnii^li 
lleTirr’A and ihe other through the teacltcr's, and 
]ed them, alninsi trottini^ willi the s])eed uf her 
rapid and robn.st tjrnjjulsiun, toward ihe linnse 

‘A'ou feelin’ smarter to-day, iMolly'" s;iid Henry, 
setting his hat on nnt5 side and nto])ping his fore¬ 
head with tlie handkcrehiet in his free liiiitd. 

“Bure an’ why would I not feel smart, :is ye I'all 
it. knockin' shonlthcrs with you again, ilarlin’'” 
exclaimed Mrs. Molly, jigging a little; then, tnming 
to Ernie Bedford, with a poke that all but staved 
in two of his ribs, she added, bending down, ".An’, 
faith, the little m.an will not mind us, sn h<' won't, 
for 'tis him that knows what it is hims('!f- tin' then. 
too. haven't 1 got, out there in the garden, jackin' 
a bowl o’ berries for our .supjicrs, the swatest 
little- -■’ 

“Chinaman," jtui in Henry 

"Chinamtm, Chinaman, i.s it’" Airs. Bryans 
'-■wung Iter big .smiling face toward the sjieakeT. 
Henry's elbow nudged her softly, and tlie whole 
side of his face next her answered lo a sudden con¬ 
traction of one eye. 

"^'e.s, bedad," she twinkled around again O' 
Ernie, "the sw.atesi little hay then Chinaman be- 
twane here an’ Thralce. But 'tis a big bowl, alanna, 
an' a little Chinaman; .sri, by your leave an' ll.arrc''s. 
I’ll just show yc where he is, an’ }-e can run along 
an’ help him with his jjickin’." With these words 
Mrs. Molly Brymns piloted Eniic lo a gajt in the 
300 




GOOSEBERRY 


ma])Ies wlicn- a. well-wom ])aili ran through. “ Tlicrc, 
then,” s'h‘ ^aih, 'iiscliargmi: liim with a ]>ia 3 ‘ful shove 
lliat })rnjit'Iled lirnix.' Pjcdfonl al)Oiu seven feet on 
Ins way, "just folluw \-()ur nose, alanna, an' \-ou’ll 
not ini'-s luji'i Siteak liim fair wiiin \’e find him, 
f'.3r he's that sensitive—that sensitive—aw, murthcr 
'n Irish, li).- lad '1! Iic the deatli o’ me, so he will, if 
he kapes on lookin’ at me 'that way?” and with a 
voicanie fhuekle winch she could no longer restrain 
Mm. Molly dung afier tla 'acher a hit of a twig 
that stuck in his liat, and >ounced back, shaking 
with mirth, to join lienr}' Nieol. 

Ernie, his dignilx' a little ruffled, made his wa\* 
.somewhat va.guely aking the ]iath. lie walked 
through the ma]>]e hedge, and found himsi'lf at the 
to]i of a suniu' westward-facing slojie laid out as a 
fruit and \-cgctable gtirden. On one side were rows 
of potatoes and tiirni])s, with smaller Itcds of early 
vcgctablcs that had now been pretty well denuded. 
On the other sifle of the garden grew ranks of laden 
ben-y-bnshes, and at the end of one of these Ernie 
c.aught a gleam of white. 

'J'hriljed with an odd sense of expectaney, he 
sauntered down bctv.-een the rows of bushes, glanc¬ 
ing every now and then toward the jxatch of white. 
ov<>r which the shrubs dijijjcd and quivered spas- 
modiealh- to the industry of the hidden bcny-pickcr. 

d'he rustling of the leafage hid tlic sound of Er¬ 
nie’s a])proacl'.. so that he was barely three feet away 
when a hand, reaching up after a richly berried 
twig. sli]iped hill into bis view between the leaves. 

That hand—Ernie would have known it anywhere, 
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with its line little sqiinrc-ti]ipe(l fmt^ers ;m<l the few 
pin-points of freckles dotting the bnek of it. He 
would have kttown it anywhere, even if it had not 
been almost immediately followed into view by a 
forehead with a gentle eur\*ed prominence at the 
eyebrows; a nose rounded at the point and flecked, 
like the hand, with tiny freckles; eyes that widened 
with a little shy start as they saw ETin'e; and cheeks 
that colored finely as the eyes hw a moiiKml fell. 

It was with a sudden sensation of tumuhtious 
leaping ;md gamboling withiti his chest, iti the region 
to the immediate left of the sternum, that Emie 
beheld Cdara Morton’s (juick colonng :ind con¬ 
fusion as she rose from behind Mrs. Rryans’s ben'y- 
bushes and faced him. It was a good many dttys 
now, since she, had first begun to hohl him coldly 
at ann’s-lcngth, with that sudden une.xplained 
change of attitude. She had not rcla.xed from it, 
even on that Sunday aflentoon when, thrilling with 
the news he bore and the ihotight of the joy it would 
give her, he retumecl from his walk with Sioux Hen 
to tell her thtit her father was as good as cleared 
from the chtirge laid by the blundering constable. 

“S-so you're the Chinaman!” stammered Emie. 

hfiss Clara added ;i little look of mystification to 
her ]trevious start and bhish. 

“ Wiat Chinaman’''” she said, quaintly and .softly. 

‘‘Is your bowl full yet?" said Emie, his heart 
thumping double time, ‘‘because if it isn't we’ll sit 
down and fill it. Won’t we?” 

“It—it isn't full,’’ said Clara, “not nearly. I’nt 
iust started. These eooseberries—” 




GOOSEBERRY' 


“Thcsf what'"’’ doniandcd Emic, as he came 
around the end of the row of bushes, squatted do^\^^ 
Ix'side the ^^irl, and tlien glanced up at a laden 
I)ranch. "'Why—why. so they are! I thought 
inaylic that was part of the joke, too.’’ 

‘‘Wliai joker" .said Clara, with a comically serious 
inflection, widening her eyes. 

"Oh, a joke of Henry Nicol’s,’’ said Eniie. "his 
and Mrs. Bryans’s, I'hey .said there was a China¬ 
man out in the garden ])icking goosebem'es.’’ 

"I'm .sure I’m flattered,” Miss Clara remarked, 
demurely and a little coldly. 

"Well, they said it—not me,” Emic retorted, wdth 
more haste than grammar, "YMu don’t think I’d 
make a fool of a joke like that, do you. surely?” 

"J know you wouldn't,’’ said IMiss Clara, simply. 

"But the best part of what they said is—is to 
come.” Ernie went on, his heart stining into brisk 
action again. "Ehcc' .said J was to help him— 
that is. you—fill the bowl.” 

"It will lake us a long time.” Clara, holding her 
eyes away, reached ujt for a branch, drew it down, 
and strijijted it patteringh^ info the white bowl. 
Ernie watched tlie process attentiveh'; then h(' 
drew down the top of the bush nearest him, stripped 
a few sm.all stunted green berries from one of the 
stems, and let the shrub go. Instead, however, of 
flying back into place, it stuck on something, and 
then, as Ernie bent to free it, sprang up suddenly 
;ind unc.xpectedly, and hit him in the eye. 

"('ll! you’ve hurt yourself!” Clara, her mother¬ 
ing instinct uppermost, let go of another branch she 
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wns 'n: the act of drawing toward her. set the bowl 
out of the way, moved over beside Ernie, and, rising 
on one knee, softly drew away the liand the teacher 
was holding against the injun’d organ. 

“Don’t rub it,” she said. “You'll make it worse 
Let me .see.” 

“It’s all right.” said Ernie Bedford, a little gruffly, 
resisting the attemj't to jnill his hand aw.ay An 
eye that was watering cnpiou.s])-, ami probably in 
the first stages of turning black, was not an atirat'- 
tive feature to httve studied at close range l)y a pair 
of clear gray orlis in which one especially wished to 
look his best. Then, after a moment, he blurted, 
looking at her through th(’ good eye; “It-it-- 
Clara. it isn't my eye lliat's bothering me most, 
right now. It's another jiart of me.” 

The touch of Clara's fingers was undoubtedly 
what had brought about tliis heady revelation of an 
ill le.ss easily curable than a I'daek eye; and as Clara, 
in the sudden rich salmon-color that flowed into 
Ernie’s face, identified his ailment, she loo.sed like 
a hot cake the hand she had gra.s])cd so impulsively, 
and reached again for the berry-fiowl. 

Ernie’s tongue refuser! to move any more at the 
moment; but. in lieu of words, his hand flew after 
Clara’s like lightning and caught it Viefnre it reached 
the wlhtc dish that lay beyond her knei—caught it, 
and drew hand tmd owner, wit,bout the exertion of 
one-tenth tltc strength Ernie had been prepared to 
exert if necessary, into his .amis. 

At the end of this minute—nr, to he exact, this 
barely four second.s—of delicious yielding, Clara 
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suddenly tensed and commenced to juill liersclf free. 
This movement followed a rather crazy tittemjn. on 
Ernie'.s jiart to ])ut liis ])alm under her chin and 
jnill up her face to he ki.ssed. hove-makini' is ca.sy 
when one is not very certain he is in love; Iml when 
he is certain he is apt to behave more like a fever 
patient than a man in his sober senses who wants 
to the very slronpdjeatinp heart ('f him to convey a 
consciousness of liis love-piow to the dearest little 
])er.son under all the scojie of the sun. 

li;rni(''s amis prew weak as the pirl’s eyes, coldl}' 
bright as two stars of December, lifted themselves 
in a look from which all the sweet shyness of a 
moment before had fallen away. 

He had violated the conventions of the first em¬ 
brace. He knew it, with an infinite sinking of the 
heart, as site thrust his wrists from her waist and 
rost' to her feet. 

“How dare you.'’’ said -Adam Morton’s daughter. 
Her cheeks were red; but it was the red of fire, not 
roses. 

He sat dejectedly, his hands lying in a rather fool¬ 
ish attitude where they had droiiped when she 
pushed them away. He made no attempt to speak 
or to follow her as she stepped ])ast him icily and 
walked away u]) the ptith Iteliind. 

Ernie’s mind, after lie was left- alone, became a 
kind of dull, gloomy blank, in which he lost all sense 
of time. It might have been ten minutes, or it 
might have been tin hour, wlton he heard a footfall 
I'Chind, He knew the feet that were making the 
light, soft impact on the garden path were approach- 
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ing this lime, not soint;. lie knew that the feet 
wore hors. But he <lifl not turn nor look. 

'Phcjv wa.s silence behind him fm' ci moment— 
silence, and then tlie })att(.'r of bendes drojipt'd in 
the bowl. In a minute or two the berries s1o-[!]>ed 
fallintt, .'\ striiipcd twig, freed, s]->rang back into 
]daec with a light brusliing sound. Silence again; 
then a voice: 

“I didn’t think you’d do a thing like that.” 

Ernie’s hand, groping aimlessly between his Imees, 
found a little stick. Me broke it in halves; then in 
(luarters; then in eighths. 

‘‘Like what'” He threw the bits of stick away 
morosely. 

“'iViu know what f mcvan,” said Clara Morton, 
gravely and directly. ”1 stpipose you think a girl’s 
just somethitig to jihiy’ with, don’t you—like Ashton 
thought r” 

Emie tumed Ins head and looked at her. Clara’s 
eyes were on the L'crry-bowl,, in which her little 
fingers were stim'ng and jnishing about, the green 
goosehem’es with their tiny kmgittidinal line.s. 

‘‘Why, [—I—” he began; then tuiused help¬ 
lessly; then timicd right around am! faced her. 
“Is—is that what you thought?” he exclaimed, 
his heart (juickening until he could hear the throb¬ 
bing of it, like a gallop, in both the drums of his 
ears. 

Clara’s head, bent over the dish in her la]), nodded 
in reply; then she pnit her hands up to her face and 
her shoulders rose :md fell in a kdnd of .sob, 

‘‘Why, dearie”—Emie’s hand went out; then he 
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drew il liack gingerly, afraid now lu even touch her 
—“I— I —I'm g'o'ng 10 say ii iliis time, nr liusi, and 
you can irdce it nr leave it (1 s'pose you’ll leave it): 
J love you like 1 ncA'cr thought 1 could love anyIjody. 
J loved you tlie first day 1 saw you. I’m going to 
love you as lung as J live, and you eati’t stoj) me. 
If you like. I’ll go away now and not liothcr 3 'ou .any 
itiore 1 thought maybe you—ma\’bo you kind of 
liked me, though.” 

Clara Morton did not move for a tnometit. Then 
one of her hands—the hatid ne.vt Ernie —came slowly 
away from her face, lowered itself into her lajt, jiaused 
there a moment, then, very shyly, reached out tow¬ 
ard him. Eniie Bedford took it—not roughly this 
titnc, but reviTcntly—and laid his lips upon the tiny 
brown freckle-spots that dotted the knuckles. 

As he did so the little mother-soul of the Morion 
fann. with a cherishing movement wholly her own, 
transferred her other hand, with its small, blunt- 
pointed. piractical fingers, from her check to his neck, 
and raised to him the true-wife promise of her lijis 
and eyes. 

‘A'ou little bn\- with big-man shoulder.s,” she 
said, ’’kiss me now. if you want to.” 

Emit' Beilford had come to Islay a boy. He left 
the district, after his .stay of one short summer, a 
"grown-up” man, but this transition, important 
as it was in his life, was less striking than another 
which made itself manifest to liini as, two hours 
after parting with Clara IMorton one late,September 
day, he boarded liis home-going train. 
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It was thi'n that lie became lirst aware how the 
central and focal point of all his world had changed 
He had the sensation of one going, not toward, but 
away from homic 'lltc raditil lines of ail roads led 
now, not toward his picturesque home town in the 
valley of the Souris, but toward the commonplace 
groves and knolls and plain locale of Iskiy. 

This was so, and to remaiti so until that later day 
when, after a short and evcaitful scccmd visit, Eniest 
Ledford, M.A.. professor of literature m Ridlet 
College, left Ishiy again for Oakbum station in ;i 
two-seated demoi-rat which held four peojde- -Mr 
and Mrs. Henry Xicfil on the front setit. and Mr 
£ind Mrs. Eniest Ledford on the rear one. After 
that the radial jiumt of the world changeri ag.iin 
ft followed him to to-wn, close as his sliadow, and 
settled down jiennanently over the rooftree of a 
little white cottage in the sulmrbs—-a cottage where 
now, at the time of this writing, the table is tri-daily 
set for three. 


TliE END 





